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There are few writers who have had as profound an influence 
on literature as Herbert George Wells. With good reason, he has 
been called ‘the father of science fiction’. While his contemp- 
oraries were experimenting with modernism and sought to 
portray the modern world in intricate detail and reality, Wells 
instead unlocked his boundless imagination and created new 
worlds for readers to explore. 

H. G. Wells was born in Kent in 1866. His father, Joseph 
Wells, was a professional cricketer but the family’s income was 
hardly stable. It was an incident in his youth, in 1874, that set 
the course of his future. As an eight-year-old, Wells broke his 
leg, leaving him confined to his bed for weeks. In later years, 
he described it as ‘one of the luckiest events of my life’. As a 
bored child, he turned to reading books fron? the local library. 

Soon, reading was not enough. He wanted to write and to 
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create his own stories. His family’s challenging financial circum- 
stances did not help. For three years, beginning in 1880, he was 
forced to work as an apprentice to a draper —a career for which 
he was utterly unsuited. Only after this testing experience was 
he able to obtain a scholarship to the Normal School of Science, 
where he graduated in biology and began a career as a teacher. 

For a decade, he supplemented his salary by writing short 
stories and textbooks in his spare time. Throughout this period, 
he began to experiment in his writing with the idea of a ‘scien- 
tific romance’. The first example of this was The Time Machine, 
published in 1895. It was an astonishing success. He soon found 
a demand for this new type of fiction and within just six years, 
he had written five exceptional novels in the newly-created 
genre. 

Today, Wells is best known for his science fiction master- 
pieces, but he was a prolific writer who dabbled in several 
genres. By the time of his death in 1946, he had written nearly 
40 books and countless short stories. 

This collection includes his celebrated novel The Time Machine, 
and six of his most impressive stories. Together, they demon- 
strate the breadth of Wells’ imagination, the shrewdness of his 
insight and the sheer emotional power of his writing. 
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The Time Traveller (for so it will be convenient to speak of 
him) was expounding a recondite matter to us. His grey eyes 
shone and twinkled, and his usually pale face was flushed 
and animated. The fire burned brightly, and the soft radiance 
of the incandescent lights in the lilies of silver caught the 
bubbles that flashed and passed in our glasses. Our chairs, 
being his patents, embraced and caressed us rather than 
submitted to be sat upon, and there was that luxurious after- 
dinner atmosphere when thought roams gracefully free of the 
trammels of precision. And he put it to us in this way — 
marking the points with a lean forefinger - as we sat and 
lazily admired his earnestness over this new paradox (as we 
thought it) and his fecundity. 

‘You must follow me carefully. I shall have to controvert 
one or two ideas that are almost universally accepted. The 
geometry, for instance, they taught you at school is founded 
on a misconception.’ 
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‘Is not that rather a large thing to expect us to begin upon?’ 
said Filby, an argumentative person with red hair. 

‘I do not mean to ask you to accept anything without reason- 
able ground for it. You will soon admit as much as I need from 
you. You know of course that a mathematical line, a line of 
thickness nil, has no real existence. They taught you that? 
Neither has a mathematical plane. These things are mere abstrac- 
tions.’ 

‘That is all right,’ said the Psychologist. 

‘Nor, having only length, breadth, and thickness, can a cube 
have a real existence.’ 

‘There I object,’ said Filby. ‘Of course a solid body may exist. 
All real things— 

‘So most people think. But wait a moment. Can an instanta- 
neous cube exist?’ 

‘Don’t follow you,’ said Filby. 

‘Can a cube that does not last for any time at all, have a real 
existence?” 

Filby became pensive. ‘Clearly,’ the Time Traveller proceeded, 
‘any real body must have extension in four directions: it must 
have Length, Breadth, Thickness, and — Duration. But through 
a natural infirmity of the flesh, which I will explain to you in 
a moment, we incline to overlook this fact. There are really four 
dimensions, three which we call the three planes of Space, and 
a fourth, Time. There is, however, a tendency to draw an unreal 
distinction between the former three dimensions and the latter, 
because it happens that our consciousness moves intermittently 
in one direction along the latter from the beginning to the end 
of our lives.’ 

‘That,’ said a very young man, making spasmodic efforts to 
relight his cigar over the lamp; ‘that... very clear indeed.’ 
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‘Now, it is very remarkable that this is so extensively 
overlooked,’ continued the Time Traveller, with a slight acces- 
sion of cheerfulness. ‘Really this is what is meant by the 
Fourth Dimension, though some people who talk about the Fourth 
Dimension do not know they mean it. It is only another way 
of looking at Time. There is no difference between Time and any of 
the three dimensions of Space except that our consciousness moves 
along it. But some foolish people have got hold of the wrong 
side of that idea. You have all heard what they have to say 
about this Fourth Dimension?’ 

ʻI have not,’ said the Provincial Mayor. 

‘It is simply this. That Space, as our mathematicians have it, 
is spoken of as having three dimensions, which one may call 
Length, Breadth, and Thickness, and is always definable by 
reference to three planes, each at right angles to the others. But 
some philosophical people have been asking why three dimen- 
sions particularly - why not another direction at right angles 
to the other three? — and have even tried to construct a Four- 
Dimension geometry. Professor Simon Newcomb was 
expounding this to the New York Mathematical Society only a 
month or so ago. You know how on a flat surface, which has 
only two dimensions, we can represent a figure of a three-di- 
mensional solid, and similarly they think that by models of 
three dimensions they could represent one of four — if they 
could master the perspective of the thing. See?’ 

‘I think so, murmured the Provincial Mayor; and, knitting 
his brows, he lapsed into an introspective state, his lips moving 
as one who repeats mystic words. ‘Yes, I think I see it now,’ he 
said after some time, brightening in a quite transitory manner. 

‘Well, I do not mind telling you I have been at work upon 
this geometry of Four Dimensions for some time. Some of my 
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results are curious. For instance, here is a portrait of a man at 
eight years old, another at fifteen, another at seventeen, another 
at twenty-three, and so on. All these are evidently sections, as 
it were, Three-Dimensional representations of his Four- 
Dimensioned being, which is a fixed and unalterable thing. 

‘Scientific people, proceeded the Time Traveller, after the 
pause required for the proper assimilation of this, ‘know very 
well that Time is only a kind of Space. Here is a popular scien- 
tific diagram, a weather record. This line I trace with my finger 
shows the movement of the barometer. Yesterday it was so high, 
yesterday night it fell, then this morning it rose again, and so 
gently upward to here. Surely the mercury did not trace this 
line in any of the dimensions of Space generally recognized? 
But certainly it traced such a line, and that line, therefore, we 
must conclude was along the Time-Dimension.’ 

‘But,’ said the Medical Man, staring hard at a coal in the fire, 
‘if Time is really only a fourth dimension of Space, why is it, 
and why has it always been, regarded as something different? 
And why cannot we move in Time as we move about in the 
other dimensions of Space?’ 

The Time Traveller smiled. ‘Are you sure we can move freely 
in Space? Right and left we can go, backward and forward 
freely enough, and men always have done so. I admit we move 
freely in two dimensions. But how about up and down? 
Gravitation limits us there.’ 

‘Not exactly,’ said the Medical Man. ‘There are balloons.’ 

‘But before the balloons, save for spasmodic jumping and 
the inequalities of the surface, man had no freedom of vertical 
movement.’ 

‘Still they could move a little up and down,’ said the Medical 
Man. 
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‘Easier, far easier down than up.’ 

‘And you cannot move at all in Time, you cannot get away 
from the present moment.’ 

‘My dear sir, that is just where you are wrong. That is just 
where the whole world has gone wrong. We are always getting 
away from the present moment. Our mental existences, which 
are immaterial and have no dimensions, are passing along the 
Time-Dimension with a uniform velocity from the cradle to the 
grave. Just as we should travel down if we began our existence 
fifty miles above the earth’s surface.’ 

‘But the great difficulty is this,’ interrupted the Psychologist. 
“You can move about in all directions of Space, but you cannot 
move about in Time.’ 

‘That is the germ of my great discovery. But you are wrong 
to say that we cannot move about in Time. For instance, if I am 
recalling an incident very vividly I go back to the instant of its 
occurrence: I become absent-minded, as you say. I jump back 
for a moment. Of course we have no means of staying back for 
any length of Time, any more than a savage or an animal has 
of staying six feet above the ground. But a civilized man is 
better off than the savage in this respect. He can go up against 
gravitation in a balloon, and why should he not hope that 
ultimately he may be able to stop or accelerate his drift along 
the Time-Dimension, or even turn about and travel the other 
way?” 

‘Oh, this,’ began Filby, ‘is all— 

‘Why not?’ said the Time Traveller. 

‘It’s against reason,’ said Filby. 

‘What reason?’ said the Time Traveller. ; 

‘You can show black is white by argument,’ Said Filby, ‘but 
you will never convince me.’ 
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‘Possibly not,’ said the Time Traveller. ‘But now you begin 
to see the object of my investigations into the geometry of Four 
Dimensions. Long ago I had a vague inkling of a machine— 

‘To travel through Time!’ exclaimed the Very Young Man. 

‘That shall travel indifferently in any direction of Space and 
Time, as the driver determines.’ 

Filby contented himself with laughter. 

‘But I have experimental verification,’ said the Time Traveller. 

‘It would be remarkably convenient for the historian,’ the 
Psychologist suggested. ‘One might travel back and verify the 
accepted account of the Battle of Hastings, for instance!’ 

‘Don’t you think you would attract attention?’ said the 
Medical Man. 

‘Our ancestors had no great tolerance for anachronisms.’ 

‘One might get one’s Greek from the very lips of Homer and 
Plato,’ the Very Young Man thought. 

‘In which case they would certainly plough you for the 
Little-go. 

The German scholars have improved Greek so much.’ 

‘Then there is the future,’ said the Very Young Man. ‘Just 
think! One might invest all one’s money, leave it to accumulate 
at interest, and hurry on ahead!’ 

‘To discover a society,’ said I, ‘erected on a strictly commu- 
nistic basis.’ 

‘Of all the wild extravagant theories!’ began the Psychologist. 

“Yes, so it seemed to me, and so I never talked of it until— 

“Experimental verification!’ cried I. ‘You are going to verify 
that?’ 

‘The experiment!’ cried Filby, who was getting brain-weary. 

‘Let's see your experiment anyhow,’ said the Psychologist, 
‘though it’s all humbug, you know.’ 
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The Time Traveller smiled round at us. Then, still smiling 
faintly, and with his hands deep in his trousers pockets, he 
walked slowly out of the room, and we heard his slippers 
shuffling down the long passage to his laboratory. 

The Psychologist looked at us. ‘I wonder what he’s got?’ 

‘Some sleight-of-hand trick or other, said the Medical Man, 
and Filby tried to tell us about a conjurer he had seen at Burslem; 
but before he had finished his preface the Time Traveller came 
back, and Filby’s anecdote collapsed. 

The thing the Time Traveller held in his hand was a glittering 
metallic framework, scarcely larger than a small clock, and very 
delicately made. There was ivory in it, and some transparent 
crystalline substance. And now I must be explicit, for this that 
follows — unless his explanation is to be accepted — is an abso- 
lutely unaccountable thing. He took one of the small octagonal 
tables that were scattered about the room, and set it in front 
of the fire, with two legs on the hearthrug. On this table he 
placed the mechanism. Then he drew up a chair, and sat down. 
The only other object on the table was a small shaded lamp, 
the bright light of which fell upon the model. There were also 
perhaps a dozen candles about, two in brass candlesticks upon 
the mantel and several in sconces, so that the room was bril- 
liantly illuminated. I sat in a low arm-chair nearest the fire, 
and I drew this forward so as to be almost between the Time 
Traveller and the fireplace. Filby sat behind him, looking over 
his shoulder. The Medical Man and the Provincial Mayor 
watched him in profile from the right, the Psychologist from 
the left. The Very Young Man stood behind the Psychologist. 
We were all on the alert. It appears incredible fo me that any 
kind of trick, however subtly conceived and however adroitly 
done, could have been played upon us under these conditions. 


TE 
A 


H. G. WELLS 


The Time Traveller looked at us, and then at the mechanism. 
‘Well?’ said the Psychologist. 

‘This little affair,” said the Time Traveller, resting his elbows 
upon the table and pressing his hands together above the appa- 
ratus, ‘is only a model. It is my plan for a machine to travel 
through time. You will notice that it looks singularly askew, and 
that there is an odd twinkling appearance about this bar, as 
though it was in some way unreal.’ He pointed to the part with 
his finger. ‘Also, here is one little white lever, and here is another.’ 

The Medical Man got up out of his chair and peered into the 
thing. 

‘It’s beautifully made,’ he said. 

‘It took two years to make,’ retorted the Time Traveller. Then, 
when we had all imitated the action of the Medical Man, he said: 
‘Now I want you clearly to understand that this lever, being 
pressed over, sends the machine gliding into the future, and this 
other reverses the motion. This saddle represents the seat of a 
time traveller. Presently I am going to press the lever, and off the 
machine will go. It will vanish, pass into future Time, and disap- 
pear. Have a good look at the thing. Look at the table too, and 
satisfy yourselves there is no trickery. I don’t want to waste this 
model, and then be told I’m a quack.’ 

There was a minute's pause perhaps. The Psychologist seemed 
about to speak to me, but changed his mind. Then the Time 
Traveller put forth his finger towards the lever. ‘No,’ he said 
suddenly. ‘Lend me your hand.’ And turning to the Psychologist, 
he took that individual’s hand in his own and told him to put 
out his forefinger. So that it was the Psychologist himself who 
sent forth the model Time Machine on its interminable voyage. 
We all saw the lever turn. I am absolutely certain there was no 
trickery. There was a breath of wind, and the lamp flame jumped. 
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One of the candles on the mantel was blown out, and the little 
machine suddenly swung round, became indistinct, was seen as 
a ghost for a second perhaps, as an eddy of faintly glittering 
brass and ivory; and it was gone — vanished! Save for the lamp 
the table was bare. 

Everyone was silent for a minute. Then Filby said he was 
damned. 

The Psychologist recovered from his stupor, and suddenly 
looked under the table. At that the Time Traveller laughed 
cheerfully. ‘Well?’ he said, witha reminiscence of the Psychologist. 
Then, getting up, he went to the tobacco jar on the mantel, and 
with his back to us began to fill his pipe. 

We stared at each other. ‘Look here,’ said the Medical Man, 
‘are you in earnest about this? Do you seriously believe that 
that machine has travelled into time?’ 

‘Certainly,’ said the Time Traveller, stooping to light a spill 
at the fire. Then he turned, lighting his pipe, to look at the 
Psychologist’s face. (The Psychologist, to show that he was not 
unhinged, helped himself to a cigar and tried to light it uncut.) 
‘What is more, I have a big machine nearly finished in there’ 
— he indicated the laboratory — ‘and when that is put together 
I mean to have a journey on my own account.’ 

‘You mean to say that that machine has travelled into the 
future?’ said Filby. 

‘Into the future or the past — I don’t, for certain, know which.’ 

After an interval the Psychologist had an inspiration. ‘It must 
have gone into the past if it has gone anywhere,’ he said. 

‘Why?’ said the Time Traveller. 

‘Because I presume that it has not moved in space, and if it 
travelled into the future it would still be here all this time, since 
it must have travelled through this time.’ 
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‘But,’ I said, ‘if it travelled into the past it would have been 
visible when we came first into this room; and last Thursday 
when we were here; and the Thursday before that; and so forth!’ 

‘Serious objections,’ remarked the Provincial Mayor, with an 
air of impartiality, turning towards the Time Traveller. 

‘Not a bit,’ said the Time Traveller, and, to the Psychologist: 
‘You think. You can explain that. It’s presentation below the 
threshold, you know, diluted presentation.’ 

‘Of course,’ said the Psychologist, and reassured us. ‘That’s 
a simple point of psychology. I should have thought of it. It’s 
plain enough, and helps the paradox delightfully. We cannot 
see it, nor can we appreciate this machine, any more than we 
can the spoke of a wheel spinning, or a bullet flying through 
the air. If it is travelling through time fifty times or a hundred 
times faster than we are, if it gets through a minute while we 
get through a second, the impression it creates will of course 
be only one-fiftieth or one-hundredth of what it would make 
if it were not travelling in time. That's plain enough.’ He passed 
his hand through the space in which the machine had been. 
‘You see?’ he said, laughing. 

We sat and stared at the vacant table for a minute or so. Then 
the Time Traveller asked us what we thought of it all. 

‘It sounds plausible enough to-night,’ said the Medical Man; 
‘but wait until to-morrow. Wait for the common sense of the 
morning.’ 

‘Would you like to see the Time Machine itself?’ asked the 
Time Traveller. And therewith, taking the lamp in his hand, he 
led the way down the long, draughty corridor to his laboratory. 
I remember vividly the flickering light, his queer, broad head 
in silhouette, the dance of the shadows, how we all followed 
him, puzzled but incredulous, and how there in the laboratory 
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we beheld a larger edition of the little mechanism which we 
had seen vanish from before our eyes. Parts were of nickel, 
parts of ivory, parts had certainly been filed or sawn out of rock 
crystal. The thing was generally complete, but the twisted crys- 
talline bars lay unfinished upon the bench beside some sheets 
of drawings, and I took one up for a better look at it. Quartz 
it seemed to be. 

‘Look here,’ said the Medical Man, ‘are you perfectly serious? 

Or is this a trick — like that ghost you showed us last 
Christmas?’ 

‘Upon that machine,’ said the Time Traveller, holding the 
lamp aloft, ‘I intend to explore time. Is that plain? I was never 
more serious in my life.’ 

None of us quite knew how to take it. 

I caught Filby’s eye over the shoulder of the Medical Man, 
and he winked at me solemnly. 


CHAPTER II 


I think that at that time none of us quite believed in the Time 
Machine. The fact is, the Time Traveller was one of those men 
who are too clever to be believed: you never felt that you saw 
all round him; you always suspected some subtle reserve, 
some ingenuity in ambush, behind his lucid frankness. Had 
Filby shown the model and explained the matter in the Time 
Traveller’s words, we should have shown him far less scep- 
ticism. For we should have perceived his motives; a pork 
butcher could understand Filby. But the Time Traveller had 
more than a touch of whim among his elements, and we 
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distrusted him. Things that would have made the frame of a 
less clever man seemed tricks in his hands. It is a mistake to 
do things too easily. The serious people who took him seriously 
never felt quite sure of his deportment; they were somehow 
aware that trusting their reputations for judgement with him 
was like furnishing a nursery with egg-shell china. So I don’t 
think any of us said very much about time travelling in the 
interval between that Thursday and the next, though its odd 
potentialities ran, no doubt, in most of our minds: its plausibility, 
that is, its practical incredibleness, the curious possibilities of 
anachronism and of utter confusion it suggested. For my own 
part, I was particularly preoccupied with the trick of the model. 
That I remember discussing with the Medical Man, whom I met 
on Friday at the Linnaean. He said he had seen a similar thing 
at Tubingen, and laid considerable stress on the blowing out of 
the candle. But how the trick was done he could not explain. 

The next Thursday I went again to Richmond — I suppose I 
was one of the Time Traveller’s most constant guests - and, 
arriving late, found four or five men already assembled in his 
drawing-room. The Medical Man was standing before the fire 
with a sheet of paper in one hand and his watch in the other. 
I looked round for the Time Traveller, and — ‘It’s half-past seven 
now,’ said the Medical Man. ‘I suppose we'd better have dinner?’ 

‘Where’s —?’ said I, naming our host. 

“You've just come? It’s rather odd. He’s unavoidably detained. 
He asks me in this note to lead off with dinner at seven if he’s 
not back. Says he'll explain when he comes.’ 

‘It seems a pity to let the dinner spoil,’ said the Editor of a 
well-known daily paper; and thereupon the Doctor rang the 
bell. 

The Psychologist was the only person besides the Doctor and 


ei ee 
D 


THE TIME MACHINE 


myself who had attended the previous dinner. The other men 
were Blank, the Editor aforementioned, a certain journalist, and 
another — a quiet, shy man with a beard — whom I didn’t know, 
and who, as far as my observation went, never opened his 
mouth all the evening. There was some speculation at the 
dinner-table about the Time Traveller’s absence, and I suggested 
time travelling, in a half-jocular spirit. The Editor wanted that 
explained to him, and the Psychologist volunteered a wooden 
account of the ‘ingenious paradox and trick’ we had witnessed 
that day week. He was in the midst of his exposition when the 
door from the corridor opened slowly and without noise. I was 
facing the door, and saw it first. ‘Hallo!’ I said. ‘At last!’ And 
the door opened wider, and the Time Traveller stood before us. 
I gave a cry of surprise. ‘Good heavens! man, what's the matter?’ 
cried the Medical Man, who saw him next. And the whole 
tableful turned towards the door. 

He was in an amazing plight. His coat was dusty and dirty, 
and smeared with green down the sleeves; his hair disordered, 
and as it seemed to me greyer — either with dust and dirt or 
because its colour had actually faded. His face was ghastly pale; 
his chin had a brown cut on it — a cut half healed; his expression 
was haggard and drawn, as by intense suffering. For a moment 
he hesitated in the doorway, as if he had been dazzled by the 
light. Then he came into the room. He walked with just such a 
limp as I have seen in footsore tramps. We stared at him in 
silence, expecting him to speak. 

He said not a word, but came painfully to the table, and 
made a motion towards the wine. The Editor filled a glass of 
champagne, and pushed it towards him. He dyained it, and it 
seemed to do him good: for he looked round the table, and the 
ghost of his old smile flickered across his face. ‘What on earth 
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have you been up to, man?’ said the Doctor. The Time Traveller 
did not seem to hear. ‘Don’t let me disturb you,’ he said, with 
a certain faltering articulation. ‘I’m all right.’ He stopped, held 
out his glass for more, and took it off at a draught. ‘That’s good,’ 
he said. His eyes grew brighter, and a faint colour came into 
his cheeks. His glance flickered over our faces with a certain 
dull approval, and then went round the warm and comfortable 
room. Then he spoke again, still as it were feeling his way 
among his words. ‘I’m going to wash and dress, and then I'll 
come down and explain things... Save me some of that mutton. 
I'm starving for a bit of meat.’ 

He looked across at the Editor, who was a rare visitor, and 
hoped he was all right. The Editor began a question. ‘Tell you 
presently,’ said the Time Traveller. ‘I’m — funny! Be all right in 
a minute.’ 

He put down his glass, and walked towards the staircase 
door. Again I remarked his lameness and the soft padding sound 
of his footfall, and standing up in my place, I saw his feet as 
he went out. He had nothing on them but a pair of tattered, 
blood-stained socks. Then the door closed upon him. I had half 
a mind to follow, till I remembered how he detested any fuss 
about himself. For a minute, perhaps, my mind was wool-gath- 
ering. Then, ‘Remarkable Behaviour of an Eminent Scientist,’ I 
heard the Editor say, thinking (after his wont) in headlines. And 
this brought my attention back to the bright dinner-table. 

‘What's the game?’ said the Journalist. ‘Has he been doing 
the Amateur Cadger? I don’t follow.’ I met the eye of the 
Psychologist, and read my own interpretation in his face. I 
thought of the Time Traveller limping painfully upstairs. I don’t 
think any one else had noticed his lameness. 

The first to recover completely from this surprise was the 
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Medical Man, who rang the bell — the Time Traveller hated to 
have servants waiting at dinner — for a hot plate. At that the 
Editor turned to his knife and fork with a grunt, and the Silent 
Man followed suit. The dinner was resumed. Conversation was 
exclamatory for a little while, with gaps of wonderment; and 
then the Editor got fervent in his curiosity. ‘Does our friend eke 
out his modest income with a crossing? or has he his 
Nebuchadnezzar phases?’ he inquired. ‘I feel assured it’s this 
business of the Time Machine,’ I said, and took up the 
Psychologists account of our previous meeting. The new guests 
were frankly incredulous. The Editor raised objections. ‘What 
was this time travelling? A man couldn’t cover himself with 
dust by rolling in a paradox, could he?’ And then, as the idea 
came home to him, he resorted to caricature. Hadn't they any 
clothes-brushes in the Future? The Journalist too, would not 
believe at any price, and joined the Editor in the easy work of 
heaping ridicule on the whole thing. They were both the new 
kind of journalist — very joyous, irreverent young men. ‘Our 
Special Correspondent in the Day after To-morrow reports,’ the 
Journalist was saying — or rather shouting - when the Time 
Traveller came back. He was dressed in ordinary evening 
clothes, and nothing save his haggard look remained of the 
change that had startled me. 

‘I say,’ said the Editor hilariously, ‘these chaps here say you 
have been travelling into the middle of next week! Tell us all 
about little Rosebery, will you? What will you take for the lot?’ 

The Time Traveller came to the place reserved for him without 
a word. He smiled quietly, in his old way. ‘Where’s my mutton?’ 
he said. ‘What a treat it is to stick a fork into meat again!’ 

‘Story!’ cried the Editor. 

‘Story be damned! said the Time Traveller. ‘I want something 
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to eat. I won't say a word until I get some peptone into my 
arteries. Thanks. And the salt.’ 

‘One word,’ said I. ‘Have you been time travelling?’ 

‘Yes,’ said the Time Traveller, with his mouth full, nodding 
his head. 

‘Td give a shilling a line for a verbatim note,’ said the Editor. 
The Time Traveller pushed his glass towards the Silent Man 
and rang it with his fingernail; at which the Silent Man, who 
had been staring at his face, started convulsively, and poured 
him wine. The rest of the dinner was uncomfortable. For my 
own part, sudden questions kept on rising to my lips, and I 
dare say it was the same with the others. The Journalist tried 
to relieve the tension by telling anecdotes of Hettie Potter. The 
Time Traveller devoted his attention to his dinner, and displayed 
the appetite of a tramp. The Medical Man smoked a cigarette, 
and watched the Time Traveller through his eyelashes. The 
Silent Man seemed even more clumsy than usual, and drank 
champagne with regularity and determination out of sheer nerv- 
ousness. At last the Time Traveller pushed his plate away, and 
looked round us. ‘I suppose I must apologize,’ he said. ‘I was 
simply starving. I’ve had a most amazing time.’ He reached out 
his hand for a cigar, and cut the end. ‘But come into the smoking- 
room. It’s too long a story to tell over greasy plates.’ And 
ringing the bell in passing, he led the way into the adjoining 
room. 

‘You have told Blank, and Dash, and Chose about the 
machine?’ he said to me, leaning back in his easy-chair and 
naming the three new guests. 

‘But the thing’s a mere paradox,’ said the Editor. 

‘I can’t argue to-night. I don’t mind telling you the story, but 
I can’t argue. I will’ he went on, ‘tell you the story of what has 
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happened to me, if you like, but you must refrain from inter- 
ruptions. I want to tell it. Badly. Most of it will sound like lying. 
So be it! It’s true — every word of it, all the same. I was in my 
laboratory at four o'clock, and since then... I’ve lived eight 
days... such days as no human being ever lived before! I’m 
nearly worn out, but I shan’t sleep till I’ve told this thing over 
to you. Then I shall go to bed. But no interruptions! Is it agreed?’ 

‘Agreed,’ said the Editor, and the rest of us echoed ‘Agreed.’ 
And with that the Time Traveller began his story as I have set 
it forth. He sat back in his chair at first, and spoke like a weary 
man. Afterwards he got more animated. In writing it down I 
feel with only too much keenness the inadequacy of pen and 
ink — and, above all, my own inadequacy — to express its quality. 
You read, I will suppose, attentively enough; but you cannot 
see the speaker’s white, sincere face in the bright circle of the 
little lamp, nor hear the intonation of his voice. You cannot 
know how his expression followed the turns of his story! Most 
of us hearers were in shadow, for the candles in the smok- 
ing-room had not been lighted, and only the face of the Journalist 
and the legs of the Silent Man from the knees downward were 
illuminated. At first we glanced now and again at each other. 
After a time we ceased to do that, and looked only at the Time 
Traveller’s face. 


CHAPTER Il 


‘I told some of you last Thursday of the principles of the Time 
Machine, and showed you the actual thing itself, incomplete in 
the workshop. There it is now, a little travel-worn, truly; and 
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one of the ivory bars is cracked, and a brass rail bent; but the 
rest of it’s sound enough. I expected to finish it on Friday, but 
on Friday, when the putting together was nearly done, I found 
that one of the nickel bars was exactly one inch too short, and 
this I had to get remade; so that the thing was not complete 
until this morning. It was at ten o'clock to-day that the first of 
all Time Machines began its career. I gave it a last tap, tried all 
the screws again, put one more drop of oil on the quartz rod, 
and sat myself in the saddle. I suppose a suicide who holds a 
pistol to his skull feels much the same wonder at what will 
come next as I felt then. I took the starting lever in one hand 
and the stopping one in the other, pressed the first, and almost 
immediately the second. I seemed to reel; I felt a nightmare 
sensation of falling; and, looking round, I saw the laboratory 
exactly as before. Had anything happened? For a moment I 
suspected that my intellect had tricked me. Then I noted the 
clock. A moment before, as it seemed, it had stood at a minute 
or so past ten; now it was nearly half-past three! 

‘I drew a breath, set my teeth, gripped the starting lever with 
both hands, and went off with a thud. The laboratory got hazy 
and went dark. Mrs. Watchett came in and walked, apparently 
without seeing me, towards the garden door. I suppose it took 
her a minute or so to traverse the place, but to me she seemed 
to shoot across the room like a rocket. I pressed the lever over 
to its extreme position. The night came like the turning out of 
a lamp, and in another moment came to-morrow. The laboratory 
grew faint and hazy, then fainter and ever fainter. To-morrow 
night came black, then day again, night again, day again, faster 
and faster still. An eddying murmur filled my ears, and a 
strange, dumb confusedness descended on my mind. 

ʻI am afraid I cannot convey the peculiar sensations of time 
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travelling. They are excessively unpleasant. There is a feeling 
exactly like that one has upon a switchback — of a helpless 
headlong motion! I felt the same horrible anticipation, too, of 
an imminent smash. As I put on pace, night followed day like 
the flapping of a black wing. The dim suggestion of the labo- 
ratory seemed presently to fall away from me, and I saw the 
sun hopping swiftly across the sky, leaping it every minute, and 
every minute marking a day. I supposed the laboratory had 
been destroyed and I had come into the open air. I had a dim 
impression of scaffolding, but I was already going too fast to 
be conscious of any moving things. The slowest snail that ever 
crawled dashed by too fast for me. The twinkling succession of 
darkness and light was excessively painful to the eye. Then, in 
the intermittent darknesses, I saw the moon spinning swiftly 
through her quarters from new to full, and had a faint glimpse 
of the circling stars. Presently, as I went on, still gaining velocity, 
the palpitation of night and day merged into one continuous 
greyness; the sky took on a wonderful deepness of blue, a 
splendid luminous colour like that of early twilight; the jerking 
sun became a streak of fire, a brilliant arch, in space; the moon 
a fainter fluctuating band; and I could see nothing of the stars, 
save now and then a brighter circle flickering in the blue. 
‘The landscape was misty and vague. I was still on the hill- 
side upon which this house now stands, and the shoulder rose 
above me grey and dim. I saw trees growing and changing like 
puffs of vapour, now brown, now green; they grew, spread, 
shivered, and passed away. I saw huge buildings rise up faint 
and fair, and pass like dreams. The whole surface of the earth 
seemed changed — melting and flowing under my eyes. The 
little hands upon the dials that registered my speed raced round 
faster and faster. Presently I noted that the sun belt swayed up 
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and down, from solstice to solstice, in a minute or less, and that 
consequently my pace was over a year a minute; and minute 
by minute the white snow flashed across the world, and 
vanished, and was followed by the bright, brief green of spring. 

‘The unpleasant sensations of the start were less poignant now. 
They merged at last into a kind of hysterical exhilaration. I 
remarked indeed a clumsy swaying of the machine, for which I 
was unable to account. But my mind was too confused to attend 
to it, so with a kind of madness growing upon me, I flung myself 
into futurity. At first I scarce thought of stopping, scarce thought 
of anything but these new sensations. But presently a fresh series 
of impressions grew up in my mind — a certain curiosity and 
therewith a certain dread — until at last they took complete posses- 
sion of me. What strange developments of humanity, what 
wonderful advances upon our rudimentary civilization, I thought, 
might not appear when I came to look nearly into the dim elusive 
world that raced and fluctuated before my eyes! I saw great and 
splendid architecture rising about me, more massive than any 
buildings of our own time, and yet, as it seemed, built of glimmer 
and mist. I saw a richer green flow up the hill-side, and remain 
there, without any wintry intermission. Even through the veil of 
my confusion the earth seemed very fair. And so my mind came 
round to the business of stopping. 

‘The peculiar risk lay in the possibility of my finding some 
substance in the space which I, or the machine, occupied. So 
long as I travelled at a high velocity through time, this scarcely 
mattered; I was, so to speak, attenuated — was slipping like a 
vapour through the interstices of intervening substances! But 
to come to a stop involved the jamming of myself, molecule by 
molecule, into whatever lay in my way; meant bringing my 
atoms into such intimate contact with those of the obstacle that 
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a profound chemical reaction — possibly a far-reaching explosion 
— would result, and blow myself and my apparatus out of all 
possible dimensions — into the Unknown. This possibility had 
occurred to me again and again while I was making the machine; 
but then I had cheerfully accepted it as an unavoidable risk — 
one of the risks a man has got to take! Now the risk was 
inevitable, I no longer saw it in the same cheerful light. The 
fact is that, insensibly, the absolute strangeness of everything, 
the sickly jarring and swaying of the machine, above all, the 
feeling of prolonged falling, had absolutely upset my nerve. I 
told myself that I could never stop, and witha gust of petulance 
I resolved to stop forthwith. Like an impatient fool, I lugged 
over the lever, and incontinently the thing went reeling over, 
and I was flung headlong through the air. 

‘There was the sound of a clap of thunder in my ears. I may 
have been stunned for a moment. A pitiless hail was hissing 
round me, and I was sitting on soft turf in front of the overset 
machine. Everything still seemed grey, but presently I remarked 
that the confusion in my ears was gone. I looked round me. I 
was on what seemed to be a little lawn in a garden, surrounded 
by rhododendron bushes, and I noticed that their mauve and 
purple blossoms were dropping in a shower under the beating 
of the hail-stones. The rebounding, dancing hail hung in a cloud 
over the machine, and drove along the ground like smoke. In 
a moment I was wet to the skin. “Fine hospitality,” said I, “to 
a man who has travelled innumerable years to see you.” 

‘Presently I thought what a fool I was to get wet. I stood up 
and looked round me. A colossal figure, carved apparently in 
some white stone, loomed indistinctly beyond the rhododen- 
drons through the hazy downpour. But all else of the world 
was invisible. 
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‘My sensations would be hard to describe. As the columns 
of hail grew thinner, I saw the white figure more distinctly. It 
was very large, for a silver birch-tree touched its shoulder. It 
was of white marble, in shape something like a winged sphinx, 
but the wings, instead of being carried vertically at the sides, 
were spread so that it seemed to hover. The pedestal, it appeared 
to me, was of bronze, and was thick with verdigris. It chanced 
that the face was towards me; the sightless eyes seemed to 
watch me; there was the faint shadow of a smile on the lips. It 
was greatly weather-worn, and that imparted an unpleasant 
suggestion of disease. I stood looking at it for a little space — 
half a minute, perhaps, or half an hour. It seemed to advance 
and to recede as the hail drove before it denser or thinner. At 
last I tore my eyes from it for a moment and saw that the hail 
curtain had worn threadbare, and that the sky was lightening 
with the promise of the sun. 

ʻI looked up again at the crouching white shape, and the full 
temerity of my voyage came suddenly upon me. What might 
appear when that hazy curtain was altogether withdrawn? What 
might not have happened to men? What if cruelty had grown 
into a common passion? What if in this interval the race had 
lost its manliness and had developed into something inhuman, 
unsympathetic, and overwhelmingly powerful? I might seem 
some old-world savage animal, only the more dreadful and 
disgusting for our common likeness — a foul creature to be 
incontinently slain. 

‘Already I saw other vast shapes — huge buildings with 
intricate parapets and tall columns, with a wooded hill-side 
dimly creeping in upon me through the lessening storm. I was 
seized with a panic fear. I turned frantically to the Time Machine, 
and strove hard to readjust it. As I did so the shafts of the sun 
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smote through the thunderstorm. The grey downpour was 
swept aside and vanished like the trailing garments of a ghost. 
Above me, in the intense blue of the summer sky, some faint 
brown shreds of cloud whirled into nothingness. The great 
buildings about me stood out clear and distinct, shining with 
the wet of the thunderstorm, and picked out in white by the 
unmelted hailstones piled along their courses. I felt naked in a 
strange world. I felt as perhaps a bird may feel in the clear air, 
knowing the hawk wings above and will swoop. My fear grew 
to frenzy. I took a breathing space, set my teeth, and again 
grappled fiercely, wrist and knee, with the machine. It gave 
under my desperate onset and turned over. It struck my chin 
violently. One hand on the saddle, the other on the lever, I stood 
panting heavily in attitude to mount again. 

‘But with this recovery of a prompt retreat my courage recov- 
ered. I looked more curiously and less fearfully at this world 
of the remote future. In a circular opening, high up in the 
wall of the nearer house, I saw a group of figures clad in rich 
soft robes. They had seen me, and their faces were directed 
towards me. 

‘Then I heard voices approaching me. Coming through the 
bushes by the White Sphinx were the heads and shoulders of 
men running. One of these emerged in a pathway leading 
straight to the little lawn upon which I stood with my machine. 
He was a slight creature — perhaps four feet high — clad in a 
purple tunic, girdled at the waist with a leather belt. Sandals 
or buskins — I could not clearly distinguish which — were on 
his feet; his legs were bare to the knees, and his head was bare. 
Noticing that, I noticed for the first time how warm the air was. 

‘He struck me as being a very beautiful and gfaceful creature, 
but indescribably frail. His flushed face reminded me of the 
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more beautiful kind of consumptive — that hectic beauty of 
which we used to hear so much. At the sight of him I suddenly 
regained confidence. I took my hands from the machine. 


CHAPTER IV 


‘In another moment we were standing face to face, I and this 
fragile thing out of futurity. He came straight up to me and 
laughed into my eyes. The absence from his bearing of any sign 
of fear struck me at once. Then he turned to the two others who 
were following him and spoke to them in a strange and very 
sweet and liquid tongue. 

‘There were others coming, and presently a little group of 
perhaps eight or ten of these exquisite creatures were about me. 
One of them addressed me. It came into my head, oddly enough, 
that my voice was too harsh and deep for them. So I shook my 
head, and, pointing to my ears, shook it again. He came a step 
forward, hesitated, and then touched my hand. Then I felt other 
soft little tentacles upon my back and shoulders. They wanted 
to make sure I was real. There was nothing in this at all alarming. 
Indeed, there was something in these pretty little people that 
inspired confidence — a graceful gentleness, a certain childlike 
ease. And besides, they looked so frail that I could fancy myself 
flinging the whole dozen of them about like nine-pins. But I 
made a sudden motion to warn them when I saw their little 
pink hands feeling at the Time Machine. Happily then, when 
it was not too late, I thought of a danger I had hitherto forgotten, 
and reaching over the bars of the machine I unscrewed the little 
levers that would set it in motion, and put these in my pocket. 
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Then I turned again to see what I could do in the way of 
communication. 

‘And then, looking more nearly into their features, I saw 
some further peculiarities in their Dresden-china type of pret- 
tiness. Their hair, which was uniformly curly, came to a sharp 
end at the neck and cheek; there was not the faintest suggestion 
of it on the face, and their ears were singularly minute. The 
mouths were small, with bright red, rather thin lips, and the 
little chins ran to a point. The eyes were large and mild; and 
- this may seem egotism on my part — I fancied even that there 
was a certain lack of the interest I might have expected in them. 

‘As they made no effort to communicate with me, but simply 
stood round me smiling and speaking in soft cooing notes to 
each other, I began the conversation. I pointed to the Time 
Machine and to myself. Then hesitating for a moment how to 
express time, I pointed to the sun. At once a quaintly pretty 
little figure in chequered purple and white followed my gesture, 
and then astonished me by imitating the sound of thunder. 

‘For a moment I was staggered, though the import of his 
gesture was plain enough. The question had come into my mind 
abruptly: were these creatures fools? You may hardly under- 
stand how it took me. You see I had always anticipated that 
the people of the year Eight Hundred and Two Thousand odd 
would be incredibly in front of us in knowledge, art, everything. 
Then one of them suddenly asked me a question that showed 
him to be on the intellectual level of one of our five-year-old 
children — asked me, in fact, if I had come from the sun in a 
thunderstorm! It let loose the judgement I had suspended upon 
their clothes, their frail light limbs, and fragile features. A flow 
of disappointment rushed across my mind. For afmoment I felt 
that I had built the Time Machine in vain. 
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‘I nodded, pointed to the sun, and gave them such a vivid 
rendering of a thunderclap as startled them. They all withdrew 
a pace or so and bowed. Then came one laughing towards me, 
carrying a chain of beautiful flowers altogether new to me, and 
put it about my neck. The idea was received with melodious 
applause; and presently they were all running to and fro for 
flowers, and laughingly flinging them upon me until I was 
almost smothered with blossom. You who have never seen the 
like can scarcely imagine what delicate and wonderful flowers 
countless years of culture had created. Then someone suggested 
that their plaything should be exhibited in the nearest building, 
and so I was led past the sphinx of white marble, which had 
seemed to watch me all the while with a smile at my astonish- 
ment, towards a vast grey edifice of fretted stone. As I went 
with them the memory of my confident anticipations of a 
profoundly grave and intellectual posterity came, with irresist- 
ible merriment, to my mind. 

‘The building had a huge entry, and was altogether of colossal 
dimensions. I was naturally most occupied with the growing 
crowd of little people, and with the big open portals that yawned 
before me shadowy and mysterious. My general impression of 
the world I saw over their heads was a tangled waste of beau- 
tiful bushes and flowers, a long neglected and yet weedless 
garden. I saw a number of tall spikes of strange white flowers, 
measuring a foot perhaps across the spread of the waxen petals. 
They grew scattered, as if wild, among the variegated shrubs, 
but, as I say, I did not examine them closely at this time. The 
Time Machine was left deserted on the turf among the rhodo- 
dendrons. 

‘The arch of the doorway was richly carved, but naturally I 
did not observe the carving very narrowly, though I fancied I 
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saw suggestions of old Phoenician decorations as I passed 
through, and it struck me that they were very badly broken 
and weather-worn. Several more brightly clad people met me 
in the doorway, and so we entered, I, dressed in dingy nineteenth- 
century garments, looking grotesque enough, garlanded with 
flowers, and surrounded by an eddying mass of bright, soft- 
coloured robes and shining white limbs, in a melodious whirl 
of laughter and laughing speech. 

‘The big doorway opened into a proportionately great hall 
hung with brown. The roof was in shadow, and the windows, 
partially glazed with coloured glass and partially unglazed, 
admitted a tempered light. The floor was made up of huge 
blocks of some very hard white metal, not plates nor slabs — 
blocks, and it was so much worn, as I judged by the going to 
and fro of past generations, as to be deeply channelled along 
the more frequented ways. Transverse to the length were innu- 
merable tables made of slabs of polished stone, raised perhaps 
a foot from the floor, and upon these were heaps of fruits. Some 
I recognized as a kind of hypertrophied raspberry and orange, 
but for the most part they were strange. 

“Between the tables was scattered a great number of cushions. 
Upon these my conductors seated themselves, signing for me 
to do likewise. With a pretty absence of ceremony they began 
to eat the fruit with their hands, flinging peel and stalks, and 
so forth, into the round openings in the sides of the tables. I 
was not loath to follow their example, for I felt thirsty and 
hungry. As I did so I surveyed the hall at my leisure. 

‘And perhaps the thing that struck me most was its dilapi- 
dated look. The stained-glass windows, which displayed only 
a geometrical pattern, were broken in many places, and the 
curtains that hung across the lower end were thick with dust. 
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And it caught my eye that the corner of the marble table near 
me was fractured. Nevertheless, the general effect was extremely 
rich and picturesque. There were, perhaps, a couple of hundred 
people dining in the hall, and most of them, seated as near to 
me as they could come, were watching me with interest, their 
little eyes shining over the fruit they were eating. All were clad 
in the same soft and yet strong, silky material. 

‘Fruit, by the by, was all their diet. These people of the remote 
future were strict vegetarians, and while I was with them, in 
spite of some carnal cravings, I had to be frugivorous also. 
Indeed, I found afterwards that horses, cattle, sheep, dogs, had 
followed the Ichthyosaurus into extinction. But the fruits were 
very delightful; one, in particular, that seemed to be in season 
all the time I was there — a floury thing in a three-sided husk 
— was especially good, and I made it my staple. At first I was 
puzzled by all these strange fruits, and by the strange flowers 
I saw, but later I began to perceive their import. 

‘However, I am telling you of my fruit dinner in the distant 
future now. So soon as my appetite was a little checked, I 
determined to make a resolute attempt to learn the speech of 
these new men of mine. Clearly that was the next thing to do. 
The fruits seemed a convenient thing to begin upon, and holding 
one of these up I began a series of interrogative sounds and 
gestures. I had some considerable difficulty in conveying my 
meaning. At first my efforts met with a stare of surprise or 
inextinguishable laughter, but presently a fair-haired little crea- 
ture seemed to grasp my intention and repeated a name. They 
had to chatter and explain the business at great length to each 
other, and my first attempts to make the exquisite little sounds 
of their language caused an immense amount of amusement. 
However, I felt like a schoolmaster amidst children, and 
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persisted, and presently I had a score of noun substantives at 
least at my command; and then I got to demonstrative pronouns, 
and even the verb “to eat.” But it was slow work, and the little 
people soon tired and wanted to get away from my interroga- 
tions, so I determined, rather of necessity, to let them give their 
lessons in little doses when they felt inclined. And very little 
doses I found they were before long, for I never met people 
more indolent or more easily fatigued. 

‘A queer thing I soon discovered about my little hosts, and 
that was their lack of interest. They would come to me with 
eager cries of astonishment, like children, but like children they 
would soon stop examining me and wander away after some 
other toy. The dinner and my conversational beginnings ended, 
I noted for the first time that almost all those who had 
surrounded me at first were gone. It is odd, too, how speedily 
I came to disregard these little people. I went out through the 
portal into the sunlit world again as soon as my hunger was 
satisfied. I was continually meeting more of these men of the 
future, who would follow me a little distance, chatter and laugh 
about me, and, having smiled and gesticulated in a friendly 
way, leave me again to my own devices. 

‘The calm of evening was upon the world as I emerged from 
the great hall, and the scene was lit by the warm glow of the 
setting sun. At first things were very confusing. Everything was 
so entirely different from the world I had known — even the 
flowers. The big building I had left was situated on the slope 
of a broad river valley, but the Thames had shifted perhaps a 
mile from its present position. I resolved to mount to the summit 
of a crest, perhaps a mile and a half away, from which I could 
get a wider view of this our planet in the year Bight Hundred 
and Two Thousand Seven Hundred and One A.D. For that, I 
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should explain, was the date the little dials of my machine 
recorded. 

‘As I walked I was watching for every impression that could 
possibly help to explain the condition of ruinous splendour in 
which I found the world — for ruinous it was. A little way up 
the hill, for instance, was a great heap of granite, bound together 
by masses of aluminium, a vast labyrinth of precipitous walls 
and crumpled heaps, amidst which were thick heaps of very 
beautiful pagoda-like plants — nettles possibly — but wonderfully 
tinted with brown about the leaves, and incapable of stinging. 
It was evidently the derelict remains of some vast structure, to 
what end built I could not determine. It was here that | was 
destined, at a later date, to have a very strange experience — the 
first intimation of a still stranger discovery — but of that I will 
speak in its proper place. 

‘Looking round with a sudden thought, from a terrace on 
which I rested for a while, I realized that there were no small 
houses to be seen. Apparently the single house, and possibly 
even the household, had vanished. Here and there among the 
greenery were palace-like buildings, but the house and the 
cottage, which form such characteristic features of our own 
English landscape, had disappeared. 

“Communism,” said I to myself. 

‘And on the heels of that came another thought. I looked at 
the half-dozen little figures that were following me. Then, in a 
flash, I perceived that all had the same form of costume, the 


same soft hairless visage, and the same girlish rotundity of limb. 
It may seem strange, perhaps, that I had not noticed this before. 
But everything was so strange. Now, I saw the fact plainly 
enough. In costume, and in all the differences of texture and 
bearing that now mark off the sexes from each other, these 
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people of the future were alike. And the children seemed to my 
eyes to be but the miniatures of their parents. I judged, then, 
that the children of that time were extremely precocious, phys- 
ically at least, and I found afterwards abundant verification of 
my opinion. 

‘Seeing the ease and security in which these people were 
living, I felt that this close resemblance of the sexes was after 
all what one would expect; for the strength of a man and the 
softness of a woman, the institution of the family, and the 
differentiation of occupations are mere militant necessities of 
an age of physical force; where population is balanced and 
abundant, much childbearing becomes an evil rather than a 
blessing to the State; where violence comes but rarely and 
off-spring are secure, there is less necessity — indeed there is no 
necessity — for an efficient family, and the specialization of the 
sexes with reference to their children’s needs disappears. We 
see some beginnings of this even in our own time, and in this 
future age it was complete. This, I must remind you, was my 
speculation at the time. Later, I was to appreciate how far it fell 
short of the reality. 

‘While I was musing upon these things, my attention was 
attracted by a pretty little structure, like a well under a cupola. 
I thought in a transitory way of the oddness of wells still existing, 
and then resumed the thread of my speculations. There were 
no large buildings towards the top of the hill, and as my walking 


powers were evidently miraculous, I was presently left alone 
for the first time. With a strange sense of freedom and adventure 
I pushed on up to the crest. 

‘There I found a seat of some yellow metal that I did not 
recognize, corroded in places with a kind of pinkish rust and 
half smothered in soft moss, the arm-rests cast and filed into 
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the resemblance of griffins’ heads. I sat down on it, and I 
surveyed the broad view of our old world under the sunset of 
that long day. It was as sweet and fair a view as I have ever 
seen. The sun had already gone below the horizon and the 
west was flaming gold, touched with some horizontal bars of 
purple and crimson. Below was the valley of the Thames, in 
which the river lay like a band of burnished steel. I have already 
spoken of the great palaces dotted about among the variegated 
greenery, some in ruins and some still occupied. Here and there 
rose a white or silvery figure in the waste garden of the earth, 
here and there came the sharp vertical line of some cupola or 
obelisk. There were no hedges, no signs of proprietary rights, 
no evidences of agriculture; the whole earth had become a 
garden. 

‘So watching, I began to put my interpretation upon the 
things I had seen, and as it shaped itself to me that evening, 
my interpretation was something in this way. (Afterwards I 
found I had got only a half-truth - or only a glimpse of one 
facet of the truth.) 

‘Tt seemed to me that I had happened upon humanity upon 
the wane. The ruddy sunset set me thinking of the sunset of 
mankind. For the first time I began to realize an odd consequence 
of the social effort in which we are at present engaged. And 
yet, come to think, it is a logical consequence enough. Strength 
is the outcome of need; security sets a premium on feebleness. 
The work of ameliorating the conditions of life — the true civi- 
lizing process that makes life more and more secure — had gone 
steadily on to a climax. One triumph of a united humanity over 
Nature had followed another. Things that are now mere dreams 
had become projects deliberately put in hand and carried 
forward. And the harvest was what I saw! 
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‘After all, the sanitation and the agriculture of to-day are 
still in the rudimentary stage. The science of our time has 
attacked but a little department of the field of human disease, 
but even so, it spreads its operations very steadily and persis- 
tently. Our agriculture and horticulture destroy a weed just 
here and there and cultivate perhaps a score or so of wholesome 
plants, leaving the greater number to fight out a balance as 
they can. We improve our favourite plants and animals — and 
how few they are — gradually by selective breeding; now a new 
and better peach, now a seedless grape, now a sweeter and 
larger flower, now a more convenient breed of cattle. We 
improve them gradually, because our ideals are vague and 
tentative, and our knowledge is very limited; because Nature, 
too, is shy and slow in our clumsy hands. Some day all this 
will be better organized, and still better. That is the drift of the 
current in spite of the eddies. The whole world will be intelli- 
gent, educated, and co-operating; things will move faster and 
faster towards the subjugation of Nature. In the end, wisely 
and carefully we shall readjust the balance of animal and vege- 
table life to suit our human needs. 

‘This adjustment, I say, must have been done, and done 
well; done indeed for all Time, in the space of Time across 
which my machine had leaped. The air was free from gnats, 
the earth from weeds or fungi; everywhere were fruits and 
sweet and delightful flowers; brilliant butterflies flew hither 
and thither. The ideal of preventive medicine was attained. 
Diseases had been stamped out. I saw no evidence of any 
contagious diseases during all my stay. And I shall have to 
tell you later that even the processes of putrefaction and decay 
had been profoundly affected by these changes. 

‘Social triumphs, too, had been effected. I saw mankind 
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housed in splendid shelters, gloriously clothed, and as yet I 
had found them engaged in no toil. There were no signs of 
struggle, neither social nor economical struggle. The shop, the 
advertisement, traffic, all that commerce which constitutes the 
body of our world, was gone. It was natural on that golden 
evening that I should jump at the idea of a social paradise. 
The difficulty of increasing population had been met, I guessed, 
and population had ceased to increase. 

‘But with this change in condition comes inevitably adap- 
tations to the change. What, unless biological science is a mass 
of errors, is the cause of human intelligence and vigour? 
Hardship and freedom: conditions under which the active, 
strong, and subtle survive and the weaker go to the wall; 
conditions that put a premium upon the loyal alliance of 
capable men, upon self-restraint, patience, and decision. And 
the institution of the family, and the emotions that arise therein, 
the fierce jealousy, the tenderness for offspring, parental 
self-devotion, all found their justification and support in the 
imminent dangers of the young. Now, where are these immi- 
nent dangers? There is a sentiment arising, and it will grow, 
against connubial jealousy, against fierce maternity, against 
passion of all sorts; unnecessary things now, and things that 
make us uncomfortable, savage survivals, discords in a refined 
and pleasant life. 

‘I thought of the physical slightness of the people, their lack 
of intelligence, and those big abundant ruins, and it strength- 
ened my belief in a perfect conquest of Nature. For after the 
battle comes Quiet. Humanity had been strong, energetic, and 
intelligent, and had used all its abundant vitality to alter the 
conditions under which it lived. And now came the reaction of 
the altered conditions. 
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‘Under the new conditions of perfect comfort and security, 
that restless energy, that with us is strength, would become 
weakness. Even in our own time certain tendencies and desires, 
once necessary to survival, are a constant source of failure. 
Physical courage and the love of battle, for instance, are no 
great help — may even be hindrances — to a civilized man. And 
in a state of physical balance and security, power, intellectual 
as well as physical, would be out of place. For countless years 
I judged there had been no danger of war or solitary violence, 
no danger from wild beasts, no wasting disease to require 
strength of constitution, no need of toil. For such a life, what 
we should call the weak are as well equipped as the strong, are 
indeed no longer weak. Better equipped indeed they are, for 
the strong would be fretted by an energy for which there was 
no outlet. No doubt the exquisite beauty of the buildings I saw 
was the outcome of the last surgings of the now purposeless 
energy of mankind before it settled down into perfect harmony 
with the conditions under which it lived — the flourish of that 
triumph which began the last great peace. This has ever been 
the fate of energy in security; it takes to art and to eroticism, 
and then come languor and decay. 

‘Even this artistic impetus would at last die away — had 
almost died in the Time I saw. To adorn themselves with flowers, 
to dance, to sing in the sunlight: so much was left of the artistic 
spirit, and no more. Even that would fade in the end into a 
contented inactivity. We are kept keen on the grindstone of pain 
and necessity, and, it seemed to me, that here was that hateful 
grindstone broken at last! 

‘As I stood there in the gathering dark I thought that in this 
simple explanation I had mastered the probleny of the world 
— mastered the whole secret of these delicious people. Possibly 


ee 


H. G. WELLS 


the checks they had devised for the increase of population had 
succeeded too well, and their numbers had rather diminished 
than kept stationary. That would account for the abandoned 
ruins. Very simple was my explanation, and plausible enough 
— as most wrong theories are! 


CHAPTER V 


‘As I stood there musing over this too perfect triumph of man, 
the full moon, yellow and gibbous, came up out of an overflow 
of silver light in the north-east. The bright little figures ceased 
to move about below, a noiseless owl flitted by, and I shivered 
with the chill of the night. I determined to descend and find 
where I could sleep. 

‘I looked for the building I knew. Then my eye travelled 
along to the figure of the White Sphinx upon the pedestal of 
bronze, growing distinct as the light of the rising moon grew 
brighter. I could see the silver birch against it. There was the 
tangle of rhododendron bushes, black in the pale light, and 
there was the little lawn. I looked at the lawn again. A queer 
doubt chilled my complacency. “No,” said I stoutly to myself, 
“that was not the lawn.” 

‘But it was the lawn. For the white leprous face of the sphinx 
was towards it. Can you imagine what I felt as this conviction 
came home to me? But you cannot. The Time Machine was 
gone! 

‘At once, like a lash across the face, came the possibility of 
losing my own age, of being left helpless in this strange new 
world. The bare thought of it was an actual physical sensation. 
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I could feel it grip me at the throat and stop my breathing, In 
another moment I was in a passion of fear and running with 
great leaping strides down the slope. Once I fell headlong and 
cut my face; I lost no time in stanching the blood, but jumped 
up and ran on, with a warm trickle down my cheek and chin. 
All the time I ran I was saying to myself: “They have moved 
it a little, pushed it under the bushes out of the way.” 
Nevertheless, I ran with all my might. All the time, with the 
certainty that sometimes comes with excessive dread, I knew 
that such assurance was folly, knew instinctively that the 
machine was removed out of my reach. My breath came with 
pain. I suppose I covered the whole distance from the hill crest 
to the little lawn, two miles perhaps, in ten minutes. And I am 
not a young man. I cursed aloud, as I ran, at my confident folly 
in leaving the machine, wasting good breath thereby. I cried 
aloud, and none answered. Not a creature seemed to be stirring 
in that moonlit world. 

‘When I reached the lawn my worst fears were realized. Not 
a trace of the thing was to be seen. I felt faint and cold when I 
faced the empty space among the black tangle of bushes. I ran 
round it furiously, as if the thing might be hidden in a corner, 
and then stopped abruptly, with my hands clutching my hair. 
Above me towered the sphinx, upon the bronze pedestal, white, 
shining, leprous, in the light of the rising moon. It seemed to 
smile in mockery of my dismay. 

ʻI might have consoled myself by imagining the little people 
had put the mechanism in some shelter for me, had I not felt 
assured of their physical and intellectual inadequacy. That is 
what dismayed me: the sense of some hitherto unsuspected 


power, through whose intervention my invention had vanished. 
Yet, for one thing I felt assured: unless some other age had 
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produced its exact duplicate, the machine could not have moved 
in time. The attachment of the levers — I will show you the 
method later — prevented any one from tampering with it in 
that way when they were removed. It had moved, and was hid, 
only in space. But then, where could it be? 

ʻI think I must have had a kind of frenzy. I remember running 
violently in and out among the moonlit bushes all round the 
sphinx, and startling some white animal that, in the dim light, 
I took for a small deer. I remember, too, late that night, beating 
the bushes with my clenched fist until my knuckles were gashed 
and bleeding from the broken twigs. Then, sobbing and raving 
in my anguish of mind, I went down to the great building of 
stone. The big hall was dark, silent, and deserted. I slipped on 
the uneven floor, and fell over one of the malachite tables, almost 
breaking my shin. I lit a match and went on past the dusty 
curtains, of which I have told you. 

‘There I found a second great hall covered with cushions, 
upon which, perhaps, a score or so of the little people were 
sleeping. I have no doubt they found my second appearance 
strange enough, coming suddenly out of the quiet darkness 
with inarticulate noises and the splutter and flare of a match. 
For they had forgotten about matches. “Where is my Time 
Machine?” I began, bawling like an angry child, laying hands 
upon them and shaking them up together. It must have been 
very queer to them. Some laughed, most of them looked sorely 
frightened. When I saw them standing round me, it came into 
my head that I was doing as foolish a thing as it was possible 
for me to do under the circumstances, in trying to revive the 
sensation of fear. For, reasoning from their daylight behaviour, 
I thought that fear must be forgotten. 

‘Abruptly, I dashed down the match, and, knocking one of 


“” 


THE TIME MACHINE 


the people over in my course, went blundering across the big 
dining-hall again, out under the moonlight. I heard cries of 
terror and their little feet running and stumbling this way and 
that. I do not remember all I did as the moon crept up the sky. 
Isuppose it was the unexpected nature of my loss that maddened 
me. I felt hopelessly cut off from my own kind — a strange 
animal in an unknown world. I must have raved to and fro, 
screaming and crying upon God and Fate. I have a memory of 
horrible fatigue, as the long night of despair wore away; of 
looking in this impossible place and that; of groping among 
moon-lit ruins and touching strange creatures in the black 
shadows; at last, of lying on the ground near the sphinx and 
weeping with absolute wretchedness. I had nothing left but 
misery. Then I slept, and when I woke again it was full day, 
and a couple of sparrows were hopping round me on the turf 
within reach of my arm. 

‘Isat up in the freshness of the morning, trying to remember 
how I had got there, and why I had such a profound sense of 
desertion and despair. Then things came clear in my mind. With 
the plain, reasonable daylight, I could look my circumstances 
fairly in the face. I saw the wild folly of my frenzy overnight, 
and I could reason with myself. “Suppose the worst?” I said. 
“Suppose the machine altogether lost — perhaps destroyed? It 
behoves me to be calm and patient, to learn the way of the 
people, to get a clear idea of the method of my loss, and the 
means of getting materials and tools; so that in the end, perhaps, 
I may make another.” That would be my only hope, perhaps, 
but better than despair. And, after all, it was a beautiful and 
curious world. 

‘But probably, the machine had only been taken away. Still, 
I must be calm and patient, find its hiding-place, and recover 
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it by force or cunning. And with that I scrambled to my feet 
and looked about me, wondering where I could bathe. I felt 
weary, stiff, and travel-soiled. The freshness of the morning 
made me desire an equal freshness. I had exhausted my emotion. 
Indeed, as I went about my business, I found myself wondering 
at my intense excitement overnight. I made a careful examina- 
tion of the ground about the little lawn. I wasted some time in 
futile questionings, conveyed, as well as I was able, to such of 
the little people as came by. They all failed to understand my 
gestures; some were simply stolid, some thought it was a jest 
and laughed at me. I had the hardest task in the world to keep 
my hands off their pretty laughing faces. It was a foolish 
impulse, but the devil begotten of fear and blind anger was ill 
curbed and still eager to take advantage of my perplexity. The 
turf gave better counsel. I found a groove ripped in it, about 
midway between the pedestal of the sphinx and the marks of 
my feet where, on arrival, I had struggled with the overturned 
machine. There were other signs of removal about, with queer 
narrow footprints like those I could imagine made by a sloth. 
This directed my closer attention to the pedestal. It was, as I 
think I have said, of bronze. It was not a mere block, but highly 
decorated with deep framed panels on either side. I went and 
rapped at these. The pedestal was hollow. Examining the panels 
with care I found them discontinuous with the frames. There 
were no handles or keyholes, but possibly the panels, if they 
were doors, as I supposed, opened from within. One thing was 
clear enough to my mind. It took no very great mental effort 
to infer that my Time Machine was inside that pedestal. But 
how it got there was a different problem. 

‘I saw the heads of two orange-clad people coming through 
the bushes and under some blossom-covered apple trees 
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towards me. I turned smiling to them and beckoned them to 
me. They came, and then, pointing to the bronze pedestal, I 
tried to intimate my wish to open it. But at my first gesture 
towards this they behaved very oddly. I don’t know how to 
convey their expression to you. Suppose you were to use a 
grossly improper gesture to a delicate-minded woman - it is 
how she would look. They went off as if they had received the 
last possible insult. I tried a sweet-looking little chap in white 
next, with exactly the same result. Somehow, his manner made 
me feel ashamed of myself. But, as you know, I wanted the 
Time Machine, and I tried him once more. As he turned off, 
like the others, my temper got the better of me. In three strides 
I was after him, had him by the loose part of his robe round 
the neck, and began dragging him towards the sphinx. Then I 
saw the horror and repugnance of his face, and all of a sudden 
I let him go. 

‘But I was not beaten yet. I banged with my fist at the bronze 
panels. I thought I heard something stir inside — to be explicit, 
I thought I heard a sound like a chuckle — but I must have been 
mistaken. Then I got a big pebble from the river, and came and 
hammered till I had flattened a coil in the decorations, and the 
verdigris came off in powdery flakes. The delicate little people 
must have heard me hammering in gusty outbreaks a mile away 
on either hand, but nothing came of it. I saw a crowd of them 
upon the slopes, looking furtively at me. At last, hot and tired, 
I sat down to watch the place. But I was too restless to watch 
long; I am too Occidental for a long vigil. I could work at a 
problem for years, but to wait inactive for twenty-four hours 
— that is another matter. 

ʻI got up after a time, and began walking aimlessly through 
the bushes towards the hill again. “Patience,” said I to myself. 
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“If you want your machine again you must leave that sphinx 
alone. If they mean to take your machine away, it’s little good 
your wrecking their bronze panels, and if they don’t, you will 
get it back as soon as you can ask for it. To sit among all those 
unknown things before a puzzle like that is hopeless. That way 
lies monomania. Face this world. Learn its ways, watch it, be 
careful of too hasty guesses at its meaning. In the end you will 
find clues to it all.” Then suddenly the humour of the situation 
came into my mind: the thought of the years I had spent in 
study and toil to get into the future age, and now my passion 
of anxiety to get out of it. I had made myself the most compli- 
cated and the most hopeless trap that ever a man devised. 
Although it was at my own expense, I could not help myself. 
I laughed aloud. 

‘Going through the big palace, it seemed to me that the little 
people avoided me. It may have been my fancy, or it may have 
had something to do with my hammering at the gates of bronze. 
Yet I felt tolerably sure of the avoidance. I was careful, however, 
to show no concern and to abstain from any pursuit of them, 
and in the course of a day or two things got back to the old 
footing. I made what progress I could in the language, and in 
addition I pushed my explorations here and there. Either I 
missed some subtle point or their language was excessively 
simple — almost exclusively composed of concrete substantives 
and verbs. There seemed to be few, if any, abstract terms, or 
little use of figurative language. Their sentences were usually 
simple and of two words, and I failed to convey or understand 
any but the simplest propositions. I determined to put the 
thought of my Time Machine and the mystery of the bronze 
doors under the sphinx as much as possible in a corner of 
memory, until my growing knowledge would lead me back to 
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them in a natural way. Yet a certain feeling, you may understand, 
tethered me in a circle of a few miles round the point of my 
arrival. 

‘So far as I could see, all the world displayed the same 
exuberant richness as the Thames valley. From every hill I 
climbed I saw the same abundance of splendid buildings, 
endlessly varied in material and style, the same clustering 
thickets of evergreens, the same blossom-laden trees and tree- 
ferns. Here and there water shone like silver, and beyond, the 
land rose into blue undulating hills, and so faded into the 
serenity of the sky. A peculiar feature, which presently attracted 
my attention, was the presence of certain circular wells, several, 
as it seemed to me, of a very great depth. One lay by the path 
up the hill, which I had followed during my first walk. Like 
the others, it was rimmed with bronze, curiously wrought, and 
protected by a little cupola from the rain. Sitting by the side of 
these wells, and peering down into the shafted darkness, I could 
see no gleam of water, nor could I start any reflection with a 
lighted match. But in all of them I heard a certain sound: a thud 
-thud - thud, like the beating of some big engine; and I discov- 
ered, from the flaring of my matches, that a steady current of 
air set down the shafts. Further, I threw a scrap of paper into 
the throat of one, and, instead of fluttering slowly down, it was 
at once sucked swiftly out of sight. 

‘After a time, too, I came to connect these wells with tall 
towers standing here and there upon the slopes; for above them 


there was often just such a flicker in the air as one sees on a 
hot day above a sun-scorched beach. Putting things together, I 
reached a strong suggestion of an extensive system of subter- 
ranean ventilation, whose true import it was difficult to imagine. 
I was at first inclined to associate it with the sanitary apparatus 
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of these people. It was an obvious conclusion, but it was abso- 
lutely wrong. 

‘And here I must admit that I learned very little of drains 
and bells and modes of conveyance, and the like conveniences, 
during my time in this real future. In some of these visions of 
Utopias and coming times which I have read, there is a vast 
amount of detail about building, and social arrangements, and 
so forth. But while such details are easy enough to obtain when 
the whole world is contained in one’s imagination, they are 
altogether inaccessible to a real traveller amid such realities as 
I found here. Conceive the tale of London which a negro, fresh 
from Central Africa, would take back to his tribe! What would 
he know of railway companies, of social movements, of tele- 
phone and telegraph wires, of the Parcels Delivery Company, 
and postal orders and the like? Yet we, at least, should be willing 
enough to explain these things to him! And even of what he 
knew, how much could he make his untravelled friend either 
apprehend or believe? Then, think how narrow the gap between 
a negro and a white man of our own times, and how wide the 
interval between myself and these of the Golden Age! I was 
sensible of much which was unseen, and which contributed to 
my comfort; but save for a general impression of automatic 
organization, I fear I can convey very little of the difference to 
your mind. 

‘In the matter of sepulture, for instance, I could see no signs 
of crematoria nor anything suggestive of tombs. But it occurred 
to me that, possibly, there might be cemeteries (or crematoria) 
somewhere beyond the range of my explorings. This, again, 
was a question I deliberately put to myself, and my curiosity 
was at first entirely defeated upon the point. The thing puzzled 
me, and I was led to make a further remark, which puzzled me 
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still more: that aged and infirm among this people there were 
none. 

‘I must confess that my satisfaction with my first theories of 
an automatic civilization and a decadent humanity did not long 
endure. Yet I could think of no other. Let me put my difficulties. 
The several big palaces I had explored were mere living places, 
great dining-halls and sleeping apartments. I could find no 
machinery, no appliances of any kind. Yet these people were 
clothed in pleasant fabrics that must at times need renewal, and 
their sandals, though undecorated, were fairly complex speci- 
mens of metalwork. Somehow such things must be made. And 
the little people displayed no vestige of a creative tendency. 
There were no shops, no workshops, no sign of importations 
among them. They spent all their time in playing gently, in 
bathing in the river, in making love in a half-playful fashion, 
in eating fruit and sleeping. I could not see how things were 
kept going. 

‘Then, again, about the Time Machine: something, I knew 
not what, had taken it into the hollow pedestal of the White 
Sphinx. Why? For the life of me I could not imagine. Those 
waterless wells, too, those flickering pillars. I felt I lacked a clue. 
I felt — how shall I put it? Suppose you found an inscription, 
with sentences here and there in excellent plain English, and 
interpolated therewith, others made up of words, of letters even, 
absolutely unknown to you? Well, on the third day of my visit, 
that was how the world of Eight Hundred and Two Thousand 
Seven Hundred and One presented itself to me! 

‘That day, too, I made a friend — of a sort. It happened that, 
as I was watching some of the little people bathing in a shallow, 
one of them was seized with cramp and began rifting down- 
stream. The main current ran rather swiftly, but not too strongly 
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for even a moderate swimmer. It will give you an idea, therefore, 
of the strange deficiency in these creatures, when I tell you that 
none made the slightest attempt to rescue the weakly crying 
little thing which was drowning before their eyes. When I real- 
ized this, I hurriedly slipped off my clothes, and, wading in at 
a point lower down, I caught the poor mite and drew her safe 
to land. A little rubbing of the limbs soon brought her round, 
and I had the satisfaction of seeing she was all right before I 
left her. I had got to such a low estimate of her kind that I did 
not expect any gratitude from her. In that, however, I was wrong. 

‘This happened in the morning. In the afternoon I met my 
little woman, as I believe it was, as I was returning towards my 
centre from an exploration, and she received me with cries of 
delight and presented me with a big garland of flowers — 
evidently made for me and me alone. The thing took my 
imagination. Very possibly I had been feeling desolate. At any 
rate I did my best to display my appreciation of the gift. We 
were soon seated together in a little stone arbour, engaged in 
conversation, chiefly of smiles. The creature’s friendliness 
affected me exactly as a child’s might have done. We passed 
each other flowers, and she kissed my hands. I did the same to 
hers. Then I tried talk, and found that her name was Weena, 
which, though I don’t know what it meant, somehow seemed 
appropriate enough. That was the beginning of a queer friend- 
ship which lasted a week, and ended — as I will tell you! 

‘She was exactly like a child. She wanted to be with me 
always. She tried to follow me everywhere, and on my next 
journey out and about it went to my heart to tire her down, 
and leave her at last, exhausted and calling after me rather 
plaintively. But the problems of the world had to be mastered. 
I had not, I said to myself, come into the future to carry on a 
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miniature flirtation. Yet her distress when I left her was very 
great, her expostulations at the parting were sometimes frantic, 
and I think, altogether, I had as much trouble as comfort from 
her devotion. Nevertheless she was, somehow, a very great 
comfort. I thought it was mere childish affection that made her 
cling to me. Until it was too late, I did not clearly know what 
I had inflicted upon her when I left her. Nor until it was too 
late did I clearly understand what she was to me. For, by merely 
seeming fond of me, and showing in her weak, futile way that 
she cared for me, the little doll of a creature presently gave my 
return to the neighbourhood of the White Sphinx almost the 
eeling of coming home; and I would watch for her tiny figure 
of white and gold so soon as I came over the hill. 

‘It was from her, too, that I learned that fear had not yet left 
the world. She was fearless enough in the daylight, and she 
had the oddest confidence in me; for once, in a foolish moment, 
I made threatening grimaces at her, and she simply laughed at 
them. But she dreaded the dark, dreaded shadows, dreaded 
black things. Darkness to her was the one thing dreadful. It was 
a singularly passionate emotion, and it set me thinking and 
observing. I discovered then, among other things, that these 
ittle people gathered into the great houses after dark, and slept 
in droves. To enter upon them without a light was to put them 


into a tumult of apprehension. I never found one out of doors, 
or one sleeping alone within doors, after dark. Yet I was still 
such a blockhead that I missed the lesson of that fear, and in 
spite of Weena’s distress I insisted upon sleeping away from 
these slumbering multitudes. 

‘It troubled her greatly, but in the end her odd affection for 
me triumphed, and for five of the nights of oup acquaintance, 
including the last night of all, she slept with her head pillowed 
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on my arm. But my story slips away from me as I speak of her. 
It must have been the night before her rescue that I was awak- 
ened about dawn. I had been restless, dreaming most 
disagreeably that I was drowned, and that sea anemones were 
feeling over my face with their soft palps. I woke with a start, 
and with an odd fancy that some greyish animal had just rushed 
out of the chamber. I tried to get to sleep again, but I felt rest- 
less and uncomfortable. It was that dim grey hour when things 
are just creeping out of darkness, when everything is colourless 
and clear cut, and yet unreal. I got up, and went down into the 
great hall, and so out upon the flagstones in front of the palace. 
I thought I would make a virtue of necessity, and see the sunrise. 
‘The moon was setting, and the dying moonlight and the 
first pallor of dawn were mingled in a ghastly half-light. The 
bushes were inky black, the ground a sombre grey, the sky 
colourless and cheerless. And up the hill I thought I could see 
ghosts. There several times, as I scanned the slope, I saw white 
figures. Twice I fancied I saw a solitary white, ape-like creature 
running rather quickly up the hill, and once near the ruins I 
saw a leash of them carrying some dark body. They moved 
hastily. I did not see what became of them. It seemed that they 
vanished among the bushes. The dawn was still indistinct, you 
must understand. I was feeling that chill, uncertain, early- 
morning feeling you may have known. I doubted my eyes. 
‘As the eastern sky grew brighter, and the light of the day came 
on and its vivid colouring returned upon the world once more, 
I scanned the view keenly. But I saw no vestige of my white 
figures. They were mere creatures of the half light. “They must 
have been ghosts,” I said; “I wonder whence they dated.” For a 
queer notion of Grant Allen’s came into my head, and amused 
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at last will get overcrowded with them. On that theory they would 
have grown innumerable some Eight Hundred Thousand Years 
hence, and it was no great wonder to see four at once. But the 
jest was unsatisfying, and I was thinking of these figures all the 
morning, until Weena’s rescue drove them out of my head. I 
associated them in some indefinite way with the white animal I 
had startled in my first passionate search for the Time Machine. 
But Weena was a pleasant substitute. Yet all the same, they were 
soon destined to take far deadlier possession of my mind. 

‘I think I have said how much hotter than our own was the 
weather of this Golden Age. I cannot account for it. It may be 
that the sun was hotter, or the earth nearer the sun. It is usual 
to assume that the sun will go on cooling steadily in the future. 
But people, unfamiliar with such speculations as those of the 
younger Darwin, forget that the planets must ultimately fall 
back one by one into the parent body. As these catastrophes 
occur, the sun will blaze with renewed energy; and it may be 
that some inner planet had suffered this fate. Whatever the 
reason, the fact remains that the sun was very much hotter than 
we know it. 

‘Well, one very hot morning — my fourth, I think — as I was 
seeking shelter from the heat and glare in a colossal ruin near 
the great house where I slept and fed, there happened this 
strange thing: Clambering among these heaps of masonry, I 
found a narrow gallery, whose end and side windows were 
blocked by fallen masses of stone. By contrast with the brilliancy 
outside, it seemed at first impenetrably dark to me. I entered 
it groping, for the change from light to blackness made spots 
of colour swim before me. Suddenly I halted spéllbound. A pair 
of eyes, luminous by reflection against the daylight without, 
was watching me out of the darkness. 
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‘The old instinctive dread of wild beasts came upon me. I 
clenched my hands and steadfastly looked into the glaring 
eyeballs. I was afraid to turn. Then the thought of the absolute 
security in which humanity appeared to be living came to my 
mind. And then I remembered that strange terror of the dark. 
Overcoming my fear to some extent, I advanced a step and 
spoke. I will admit that my voice was harsh and ill-controlled. 
I put out my hand and touched something soft. At once the 
eyes darted sideways, and something white ran past me. I 
turned with my heart in my mouth, and saw a queer little 
ape-like figure, its head held down in a peculiar manner, running 
across the sunlit space behind me. It blundered against a block 
of granite, staggered aside, and in a moment was hidden in a 
black shadow beneath another pile of ruined masonry. 

‘My impression of it is, of course, imperfect; but I know it 
was a dull white, and had strange large greyish-red eyes; also 
that there was flaxen hair on its head and down its back. But, 
as I say, it went too fast for me to see distinctly. I cannot even 
say whether it ran on all-fours, or only with its forearms held 
very low. After an instant’s pause I followed it into the second 
heap of ruins. I could not find it at first; but, after a time in the 
profound obscurity, I came upon one of those round well-like 
openings of which I have told you, half closed by a fallen pillar. 
A sudden thought came to me. Could this Thing have vanished 
down the shaft? I lit a match, and, looking down, I saw a small, 
white, moving creature, with large bright eyes which regarded 
me steadfastly as it retreated. It made me shudder. It was so 
like a human spider! It was clambering down the wall, and 
now I saw for the first time a number of metal foot and hand 
rests forming a kind of ladder down the shaft. Then the light 
burned my fingers and fell out of my hand, going out as it 
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dropped, and when I had lit another the little monster had 
disappeared. 

‘I do not know how long I sat peering down that well. It 
was not for some time that I could succeed in persuading myself 
that the thing I had seen was human. But, gradually, the truth 
dawned on me: that Man had not remained one species, but 
had differentiated into two distinct animals: that my graceful 
children of the Upper-world were not the sole descendants of 
our generation, but that this bleached, obscene, nocturnal Thing, 
which had flashed before me, was also heir to all the ages. 

‘I thought of the flickering pillars and of my theory of an 
underground ventilation. I began to suspect their true import. 
And what, I wondered, was this Lemur doing in my scheme 
of a perfectly balanced organization? How was it related to the 
indolent serenity of the beautiful Upper-worlders? And what 
was hidden down there, at the foot of that shaft? I sat upon the 
edge of the well telling myself that, at any rate, there was 
nothing to fear, and that there I must descend for the solution 
of my difficulties. And withal I was absolutely afraid to go! As 
I hesitated, two of the beautiful Upper-world people came 
running in their amorous sport across the daylight in the 
shadow. The male pursued the female, flinging flowers at her 
as he ran. 

‘They seemed distressed to find me, my arm against the 
overturned pillar, peering down the well. Apparently it was 
considered bad form to remark these apertures; for when I 
pointed to this one, and tried to frame a question about it in 
their tongue, they were still more visibly distressed and turned 
away. But they were interested by my matches, and I struck 
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again I failed. So presently I left them, meaning to go back to 
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Weena, and see what I could get from her. But my mind was 
already in revolution; my guesses and impressions were slipping 
and sliding to a new adjustment. I had now a clue to the import 
of these wells, to the ventilating towers, to the mystery of the 
ghosts; to say nothing of a hint at the meaning of the bronze 
gates and the fate of the Time Machine! And very vaguely there 
came a suggestion towards the solution of the economic problem 
that had puzzled me. 

‘Here was the new view. Plainly, this second species of Man 
was subterranean. There were three circumstances in particular 
which made me think that its rare emergence above ground 
was the outcome of a long-continued underground habit. In the 
first place, there was the bleached look common in most animals 
that live largely in the dark — the white fish of the Kentucky 
caves, for instance. Then, those large eyes, with that capacity 
for reflecting light, are common features of nocturnal things — 
witness the owl and the cat. And last of all, that evident 
confusion in the sunshine, that hasty yet fumbling awkward 
flight towards dark shadow, and that peculiar carriage of the 
head while in the light — all reinforced the theory of an extreme 
sensitiveness of the retina. 

‘Beneath my feet, then, the earth must be tunnelled enor- 
mously, and these tunnellings were the habitat of the new race. 
The presence of ventilating shafts and wells along the hill slopes 
— everywhere, in fact, except along the river valley - showed 
how universal were its ramifications. What so natural, then, as 
to assume that it was in this artificial Underworld that such 
work as was necessary to the comfort of the daylight race was 
done? The notion was so plausible that I at once accepted it, 
and went on to assume the how of this splitting of the human 
species. I dare say you will anticipate the shape of my theory; 
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though, for myself, I very soon felt that it fell far short of the 
truth. 

‘At first, proceeding from the problems of our own age, it 
seemed clear as daylight to me that the gradual widening of 
the present merely temporary and social difference between the 
Capitalist and the Labourer, was the key to the whole position. 
No doubt it will seem grotesque enough to you — and wildly 
incredible! — and yet even now there are existing circumstances 
to point that way. There is a tendency to utilize underground 
space for the less ornamental purposes of civilization; there is 
the Metropolitan Railway in London, for instance, there are new 
electric railways, there are subways, there are underground 
workrooms and restaurants, and they increase and multiply. 
Evidently, I thought, this tendency had increased till Industry 
had gradually lost its birthright in the sky. I mean that it had 
gone deeper and deeper into larger and ever larger underground 
factories, spending a still-increasing amount of its time therein, 
till, in the end—! Even now, does not an East-end worker live 
in such artificial conditions as practically to be cut off from the 
natural surface of the earth? 

‘Again, the exclusive tendency of richer people — due, no 
doubt, to the increasing refinement of their education, and the 
widening gulf between them and the rude violence of the poor 
— is already leading to the closing, in their interest, of consid- 
erable portions of the surface of the land. About London, for 
instance, perhaps half the prettier country is shut in against 
intrusion. And this same widening gulf — which is due to the 
length and expense of the higher educational process and the 
increased facilities for and temptations towardg refined habits 
on the part of the rich — will make that exchange between class 
and class, that promotion by intermarriage which at present 
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retards the splitting of our species along lines of social stratifi- 
cation, less and less frequent. So, in the end, above ground you 
must have the Haves, pursuing pleasure and comfort and 
beauty, and below ground the Have-nots, the Workers getting 
continually adapted to the conditions of their labour. Once they 
were there, they would no doubt have to pay rent, and not a 
little of it, for the ventilation of their caverns; and if they refused, 
they would starve or be suffocated for arrears. Such of them as 
were so constituted as to be miserable and rebellious would 
die; and, in the end, the balance being permanent, the survivors 
would become as well adapted to the conditions of underground 
life, and as happy in their way, as the Upper-world people were 
to theirs. As it seemed to me, the refined beauty and the etio- 
lated pallor followed naturally enough. 

‘The great triumph of Humanity I had dreamed of took a 
different shape in my mind. It had been no such triumph of 
moral education and general co-operation as I had imagined. 
Instead, I saw a real aristocracy, armed with a perfected science 
and working to a logical conclusion the industrial system of 
to-day. Its triumph had not been simply a triumph over Nature, 
but a triumph over Nature and the fellow-man. This, I must 
warn you, was my theory at the time. I had no convenient 
cicerone in the pattern of the Utopian books. My explanation 
may be absolutely wrong. I still think it is the most plausible 
one. But even on this supposition the balanced civilization 
that was at last attained must have long since passed its zenith, 
and was now far fallen into decay. The too-perfect security of 
the Upper-worlders had led them to a slow movement of 
degeneration, to a general dwindling in size, strength, and 
intelligence. That I could see clearly enough already. What had 
happened to the Under-grounders I did not yet suspect; but 
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from what I had seen of the Morlocks — that, by the by, was 
the name by which these creatures were called — I could 
imagine that the modification of the human type was even far 
more profound than among the “Eloi,” the beautiful race that 
I already knew. 

‘Then came troublesome doubts. Why had the Morlocks taken 
my Time Machine? For I felt sure it was they who had taken 
it. Why, too, if the Eloi were masters, could they not restore the 
machine to me? And why were they so terribly afraid of the 
dark? I proceeded, as I have said, to question Weena about this 
Under-world, but here again I was disappointed. At first she 
would not understand my questions, and presently she refused 
to answer them. She shivered as though the topic was unen- 
durable. And when I pressed her, perhaps a little harshly, she 
burst into tears. They were the only tears, except my own, I 
ever saw in that Golden Age. When I saw them I ceased abruptly 
to trouble about the Morlocks, and was only concerned in 
banishing these signs of the human inheritance from Weena’s 
eyes. And very soon she was smiling and clapping her hands, 
while I solemnly burned a match. 


CHAPTER VI 


‘It may seem odd to you, but it was two days before I could 
follow up the new-found clue in what was manifestly the proper 
way. I felt a peculiar shrinking from those pallid bodies. They 
were just the half-bleached colour of the wormgand things one 
sees preserved in spirit in a zoological museum. And they were 
filthily cold to the touch. Probably my shrinking was largely 
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due to the sympathetic influence of the Eloi, whose disgust of 
the Morlocks I now began to appreciate. 

‘The next night I did not sleep well. Probably my health was 
a little disordered. I was oppressed with perplexity and doubt. 
Once or twice I had a feeling of intense fear for which I could 
perceive no definite reason. I remember creeping noiselessly 
into the great hall where the little people were sleeping in the 
moonlight — that night Weena was among them — and feeling 
reassured by their presence. It occurred to me even then, that 
in the course of a few days the moon must pass through its last 
quarter, and the nights grow dark, when the appearances of 
these unpleasant creatures from below, these whitened Lemurs, 
this new vermin that had replaced the old, might be more 
abundant. And on both these days I had the restless feeling of 
one who shirks an inevitable duty. I felt assured that the Time 
Machine was only to be recovered by boldly penetrating these 
underground mysteries. Yet I could not face the mystery. If only 
I had had a companion it would have been different. But I was 
so horribly alone, and even to clamber down into the darkness 
of the well appalled me. I don’t know if you will understand 
my feeling, but I never felt quite safe at my back. 

‘It was this restlessness, this insecurity, perhaps, that drove 
me further and further afield in my exploring expeditions. Going 
to the south-westward towards the rising country that is now 
called Combe Wood, I observed far off, in the direction of nine- 
teenth-century Banstead, a vast green structure, different in 
character from any I had hitherto seen. It was larger than the 
largest of the palaces or ruins I knew, and the facade had an 
Oriental look: the face of it having the lustre, as well as the 
pale-green tint, a kind of bluish-green, of a certain type of 
Chinese porcelain. This difference in aspect suggested a differ- 
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ence in use, and I was minded to push on and explore. But the 
day was growing late, and I had come upon the sight of the 
place after a long and tiring circuit; so I resolved to hold over 
the adventure for the following day, and I returned to the 
welcome and the caresses of little Weena. But next morning I 
perceived clearly enough that my curiosity regarding the Palace 
of Green Porcelain was a piece of self-deception, to enable me 
to shirk, by another day, an experience I dreaded. I resolved I 
would make the descent without further waste of time, and 
started out in the early morning towards a well near the ruins 
of granite and aluminium. 

‘Little Weena ran with me. She danced beside me to the well, 
but when she saw me lean over the mouth and look downward, 
she seemed strangely disconcerted. “Good-bye, little Weena,” I 
said, kissing her; and then putting her down, I began to feel 
over the parapet for the climbing hooks. Rather hastily, I may 
as well confess, for I feared my courage might leak away! At 
first she watched me in amazement. Then she gave a most 
piteous cry, and running to me, she began to pull at me with 
her little hands. I think her opposition nerved me rather to 
proceed. I shook her off, perhaps a little roughly, and in another 
moment I was in the throat of the well. I saw her agonized face 
over the parapet, and smiled to reassure her. Then I had to look 
down at the unstable hooks to which I clung. 

‘Thad to clamber down a shaft of perhaps two hundred yards. 
The descent was effected by means of metallic bars projecting 
from the sides of the well, and these being adapted to the needs 
of a creature much smaller and lighter than myself, I was 
speedily cramped and fatigued by the descent. And not simply 
fatigued! One of the bars bent suddenly under my weight, and 
almost swung me off into the blackness beneath. For a moment 
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I hung by one hand, and after that experience I did not dare to 
rest again. Though my arms and back were presently acutely 
painful, I went on clambering down the sheer descent with as 
quick a motion as possible. Glancing upward, I saw the aperture, 
a small blue disk, in which a star was visible, while little Weena’s 
head showed as a round black projection. The thudding sound 
of a machine below grew louder and more oppressive. 
Everything save that little disk above was profoundly dark, and 
when I looked up again Weena had disappeared. 

ʻI was in an agony of discomfort. I had some thought of 
trying to go up the shaft again, and leave the Under-world 
alone. But even while I turned this over in my mind I continued 
to descend. At last, with intense relief, I saw dimly coming up, 
a foot to the right of me, a slender loophole in the wall. Swinging 
myself in, I found it was the aperture of a narrow horizontal 
tunnel in which I could lie down and rest. It was not too soon. 
My arms ached, my back was cramped, and I was trembling 
with the prolonged terror of a fall. Besides this, the unbroken 
darkness had had a distressing effect upon my eyes. The air 
was full of the throb and hum of machinery pumping air down 
the shaft. 

‘I do not know how long I lay. I was roused by a soft hand 
touching my face. Starting up in the darkness I snatched at my 
matches and, hastily striking one, I saw three stooping white 
creatures similar to the one I had seen above ground in the ruin, 
hastily retreating before the light. Living, as they did, in what 
appeared to me impenetrable darkness, their eyes were abnor- 
mally large and sensitive, just as are the pupils of the abysmal 
fishes, and they reflected the light in the same way. I have no 
doubt they could see me in that rayless obscurity, and they did 
not seem to have any fear of me apart from the light. But, so 
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soon as I struck a match in order to see them, they fled incon- 
tinently, vanishing into dark gutters and tunnels, from which 
their eyes glared at me in the strangest fashion. 

ʻI tried to call to them, but the language they had was appar- 
ently different from that of the Over-world people; so that I 
was needs left to my own unaided efforts, and the thought of 
flight before exploration was even then in my mind. But I said 
to myself, “You are in for it now,” and, feeling my way along 
the tunnel, I found the noise of machinery grow louder. Presently 
the walls fell away from me, and I came to a large open space, 
and striking another match, saw that I had entered a vast arched 
cavern, which stretched into utter darkness beyond the range 
of my light. The view I had of it was as much as one could see 
in the burning of a match. 

‘Necessarily my memory is vague. Great shapes like big 
machines rose out of the dimness, and cast grotesque black 
shadows, in which dim spectral Morlocks sheltered from the 
glare. The place, by the by, was very stuffy and oppressive, and 
the faint halitus of freshly shed blood was in the air. Some way 
down the central vista was a little table of white metal, laid 
with what seemed a meal. The Morlocks at any rate were carniv- 
orous! Even at the time, I remember wondering what large 
animal could have survived to furnish the red joint I saw. It 
was all very indistinct: the heavy smell, the big unmeaning 
shapes, the obscene figures lurking in the shadows, and only 
waiting for the darkness to come at me again! Then the match 
burned down, and stung my fingers, and fell, a wriggling red 
spot in the blackness. 

‘I have thought since how particularly ill-equipped I was for 
such an experience. When I had started with the Time Machine, 
I had started with the absurd assumption that the men of the 
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Future would certainly be infinitely ahead of ourselves in all 
their appliances. I had come without arms, without medicine, 
without anything to smoke —at times I missed tobacco frightfully 
— even without enough matches. If only I had thought of a 
Kodak! I could have flashed that glimpse of the Underworld 
in a second, and examined it at leisure. But, as it was, I stood 
there with only the weapons and the powers that Nature had 
endowed me with — hands, feet, and teeth; these, and four 
safety-matches that still remained to me. 

‘I was afraid to push my way in among all this machinery 
in the dark, and it was only with my last glimpse of light I 
discovered that my store of matches had run low. It had never 
occurred to me until that moment that there was any need to 
economize them, and I had wasted almost half the box in aston- 
ishing the Upper-worlders, to whom fire was a novelty. Now, 
as I say, I had four left, and while I stood in the dark, a hand 
touched mine, lank fingers came feeling over my face, and I 
was sensible of a peculiar unpleasant odour. I fancied I heard 
the breathing of a crowd of those dreadful little beings about 
me. I felt the box of matches in my hand being gently disen- 
gaged, and other hands behind me plucking at my clothing. 
The sense of these unseen creatures examining me was inde- 
scribably unpleasant. The sudden realization of my ignorance 
of their ways of thinking and doing came home to me very 
vividly in the darkness. I shouted at them as loudly as I could. 
They started away, and then I could feel them approaching me 
again. They clutched at me more boldly, whispering odd sounds 
to each other. I shivered violently, and shouted again — rather 
discordantly. This time they were not so seriously alarmed, and 
they made a queer laughing noise as they came back at me. I 
will confess I was horribly frightened. I determined to strike 
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another match and escape under the protection of its glare. I 
did so, and eking out the flicker with a scrap of paper from my 
pocket, I made good my retreat to the narrow tunnel. But I had 
scarce entered this when my light was blown out and in the 
blackness I could hear the Morlocks rustling like wind among 
leaves, and pattering like the rain, as they hurried after me. 

‘In a moment I was clutched by several hands, and there was 
no mistaking that they were trying to haul me back. I struck 
another light, and waved it in their dazzled faces. You can scarce 
imagine how nauseatingly inhuman they looked — those pale, 
chinless faces and great, lidless, pinkish-grey eyes! — as they 
stared in their blindness and bewilderment. But I did not stay 
to look, I promise you: I retreated again, and when my second 
match had ended, I struck my third. It had almost burned 
through when I reached the opening into the shaft. I lay down 
on the edge, for the throb of the great pump below made me 
giddy. Then I felt sideways for the projecting hooks, and, as I 
did so, my feet were grasped from behind, and I was violently 
tugged backward. I lit my last match... and it incontinently 
went out. But I had my hand on the climbing bars now, and, 
kicking violently, I disengaged myself from the clutches of the 
Morlocks and was speedily clambering up the shaft, while they 
stayed peering and blinking up at me: all but one little wretch 
who followed me for some way, and well-nigh secured my boot 
as a trophy. 

‘That climb seemed interminable to me. With the last twenty 
or thirty feet of it a deadly nausea came upon me. I had the 
greatest difficulty in keeping my hold. The last few yards was 
a frightful struggle against this faintness. Several times my head 
swam, and I felt all the sensations of falling. At fast, however, 
I got over the well-mouth somehow, and staggered out of the 
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ruin into the blinding sunlight. I fell upon my face. Even the 
soil smelt sweet and clean. Then I remember Weena kissing my 
hands and ears, and the voices of others among the Eloi. Then, 
for a time, I was insensible. 


CHAPTER VII 


‘Now, indeed, I seemed in a worse case than before. Hitherto, 
except during my night’s anguish at the loss of the Time 
Machine, I had felt a sustaining hope of ultimate escape, but 
that hope was staggered by these new discoveries. Hitherto I 
had merely thought myself impeded by the childish simplicity 
of the little people, and by some unknown forces which I had 
only to understand to overcome; but there was an altogether 
new element in the sickening quality of the Morlocks — a some- 
thing inhuman and malign. Instinctively I loathed them. Before, 
I had felt as a man might feel who had fallen into a pit: my 
concern was with the pit and how to get out of it. Now I felt 
like a beast in a trap, whose enemy would come upon him 
soon. 

‘The enemy I dreaded may surprise you. It was the darkness 
of the new moon. Weena had put this into my head by some 
at first incomprehensible remarks about the Dark Nights. It 
was not now such a very difficult problem to guess what the 
coming Dark Nights might mean. The moon was on the wane: 
each night there was a longer interval of darkness. And I now 
understood to some slight degree at least the reason of the fear 
of the little Upper-world people for the dark. I wondered 
vaguely what foul villainy it might be that the Morlocks did 
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under the new moon. I felt pretty sure now that my second 
hypothesis was all wrong. The Upper-world people might once 
have been the favoured aristocracy, and the Morlocks their 
mechanical servants: but that had long since passed away. The 
two species that had resulted from the evolution of man were 
sliding down towards, or had already arrived at, an altogether 
new relationship. The Eloi, like the Carolingian kings, had 
decayed to a mere beautiful futility. They still possessed the 
earth on sufferance: since the Morlocks, subterranean for innu- 
merable generations, had come at last to find the daylit surface 
intolerable. And the Morlocks made their garments, I inferred, 
and maintained them in their habitual needs, perhaps through 
the survival of an old habit of service. They did it as a standing 
horse paws with his foot, or as a man enjoys killing animals 
in sport: because ancient and departed necessities had impressed 
it on the organism. But, clearly, the old order was already in 
part reversed. The Nemesis of the delicate ones was creeping 
on apace. Ages ago, thousands of generations ago, man had 
thrust his brother man out of the ease and the sunshine. And 
now that brother was coming back changed! Already the Eloi 
had begun to learn one old lesson anew. They were becoming 
reacquainted with Fear. And suddenly there came into my head 
the memory of the meat I had seen in the Under-world. It 
seemed odd how it floated into my mind: not stirred up as it 
were by the current of my meditations, but coming in almost 
like a question from outside. I tried to recall the form of it. I 
had a vague sense of something familiar, but I could not tell 
what it was at the time. 

‘Still, however helpless the little people in the presence of 
their mysterious Fear, I was differently constituted. I came out 
of this age of ours, this ripe prime of the human race, when 
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Fear does not paralyse and mystery has lost its terrors. I at least 
would defend myself. Without further delay I determined to 
make myself arms and a fastness where I might sleep. With 
that refuge as a base, I could face this strange world with some 
of that confidence I had lost in realizing to what creatures night 
by night I lay exposed. I felt I could never sleep again until my 
bed was secure from them. I shuddered with horror to think 
how they must already have examined me. 

‘I wandered during the afternoon along the valley of the 
Thames, but found nothing that commended itself to my mind 
as inaccessible. All the buildings and trees seemed easily 
practicable to such dexterous climbers as the Morlocks, to 
judge by their wells, must be. Then the tall pinnacles of the 
Palace of Green Porcelain and the polished gleam of its walls 
came back to my memory; and in the evening, taking Weena 
like a child upon my shoulder, I went up the hills towards 
the south-west. The distance, I had reckoned, was seven or 
eight miles, but it must have been nearer eighteen. I had first 
seen the place on a moist afternoon when distances are decep- 
tively diminished. In addition, the heel of one of my shoes 
was loose, and a nail was working through the sole — they 
were comfortable old shoes I wore about indoors — so that I 
was lame. And it was already long past sunset when I came 
in sight of the palace, silhouetted black against the pale yellow 
of the sky. 

“Weena had been hugely delighted when I began to carry 
her, but after a while she desired me to let her down, and ran 
along by the side of me, occasionally darting off on either hand 
to pick flowers to stick in my pockets. My pockets had always 
puzzled Weena, but at the last she had concluded that they 
were an eccentric kind of vase for floral decoration. At least she 
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utilized them for that purpose. And that reminds me! In 
changing my jacket I found...’ 

The Time Traveller paused, put his hand into his pocket, and 
silently placed two withered flowers, not unlike very large white 
mallows, upon the little table. Then he resumed his narrative. 

‘As the hush of evening crept over the world and we 
proceeded over the hill crest towards Wimbledon, Weena grew 
tired and wanted to return to the house of grey stone. But I 
pointed out the distant pinnacles of the Palace of Green 
Porcelain to her, and contrived to make her understand that 
we were seeking a refuge there from her Fear. You know that 
great pause that comes upon things before the dusk? Even the 
breeze stops in the trees. To me there is always an air of expec- 
tation about that evening stillness. The sky was clear, remote, 
and empty save for a few horizontal bars far down in the 
sunset. Well, that night the expectation took the colour of my 
fears. In that darkling calm my senses seemed preternaturally 
sharpened. I fancied I could even feel the hollowness of the 
ground beneath my feet: could, indeed, almost see through it 
the Morlocks on their ant-hill going hither and thither and 
waiting for the dark. In my excitement I fancied that they would 
receive my invasion of their burrows as a declaration of war. 
And why had they taken my Time Machine? 

‘So we went on in the quiet, and the twilight deepened into 
night. The clear blue of the distance faded, and one star after 
another came out. The ground grew dim and the trees black. 
Weena’s fears and her fatigue grew upon her. I took her in my 
arms and talked to her and caressed her. Then, as the darkness 
grew deeper, she put her arms round my neck, and, closing her 
eyes, tightly pressed her face against my shouldef. So we went 
down a long slope into a valley, and there in the dimness I 
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almost walked into a little river. This I waded, and went up the 
opposite side of the valley, past a number of sleeping houses, 
and by a statue — a Faun, or some such figure, minus the head. 
Here too were acacias. So far I had seen nothing of the Morlocks, 
but it was yet early in the night, and the darker hours before 
the old moon rose were still to come. 

‘From the brow of the next hill I saw a thick wood spreading 
wide and black before me. I hesitated at this. I could see no 
end to it, either to the right or the left. Feeling tired — my feet, 
in particular, were very sore — I carefully lowered Weena from 
my shoulder as I halted, and sat down upon the turf. I could 
no longer see the Palace of Green Porcelain, and I was in doubt 
of my direction. I looked into the thickness of the wood and 
thought of what it might hide. Under that dense tangle of 
branches one would be out of sight of the stars. Even were there 
no other lurking danger — a danger I did not care to let my 
imagination loose upon — there would still be all the roots to 
stumble over and the tree-boles to strike against. 

‘I was very tired, too, after the excitements of the day; so I 
decided that I would not face it, but would pass the night upon 
the open hill. 

‘Weena, I was glad to find, was fast asleep. I carefully 
wrapped her in my jacket, and sat down beside her to wait for 
the moonrise. The hill-side was quiet and deserted, but from 
the black of the wood there came now and then a stir of living 
things. Above me shone the stars, for the night was very clear. 
I felt a certain sense of friendly comfort in their twinkling. All 
the old constellations had gone from the sky, however: that slow 
movement which is imperceptible in a hundred human lifetimes, 
had long since rearranged them in unfamiliar groupings. But 
the Milky Way, it seemed to me, was still the same tattered 
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streamer of star-dust as of yore. Southward (as I judged it) was 
a very bright red star that was new to me; it was even more 
splendid than our own green Sirius. And amid all these scin- 
tillating points of light one bright planet shone kindly and 
steadily like the face of an old friend. 

‘Looking at these stars suddenly dwarfed my own troubles 
and all the gravities of terrestrial life. I thought of their unfath- 
omable distance, and the slow inevitable drift of their movements 
out of the unknown past into the unknown future. I thought 
of the great precessional cycle that the pole of the earth describes. 
Only forty times had that silent revolution occurred during all 
the years that I had traversed. And during these few revolutions 
all the activity, all the traditions, the complex organizations, the 
nations, languages, literatures, aspirations, even the mere 
memory of Man as I knew him, had been swept out of existence. 
Instead were these frail creatures who had forgotten their high 
ancestry, and the white Things of which I went in terror. Then 
I thought of the Great Fear that was between the two species, 
and for the first time, with a sudden shiver, came the clear 
knowledge of what the meat I had seen might be. Yet it was 
too horrible! I looked at little Weena sleeping beside me, her 
face white and starlike under the stars, and forthwith dismissed 
the thought. 

‘Through that long night I held my mind off the Morlocks as 
well as I could, and whiled away the time by trying to fancy I 
could find signs of the old constellations in the new confusion. 
The sky kept very clear, except for a hazy cloud or so. No doubt 
I dozed at times. Then, as my vigil wore on, came a faintness in 
the eastward sky, like the reflection of some colourless fire, and 
the old moon rose, thin and peaked and white. And close behind, 
and overtaking it, and overflowing it, the dawn came, pale at first, 
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and then growing pink and warm. No Morlocks had approached 
us. Indeed, I had seen none upon the hill that night. And in the 
confidence of renewed day it almost seemed to me that my fear 
had been unreasonable. I stood up and found my foot with the 
loose heel swollen at the ankle and painful under the heel; so I 
sat down again, took off my shoes, and flung them away. 

ʻI awakened Weena, and we went down into the wood, now 
green and pleasant instead of black and forbidding. We found 
some fruit wherewith to break our fast. We soon met others of 
the dainty ones, laughing and dancing in the sunlight as though 
there was no such thing in nature as the night. And then I 
thought once more of the meat that I had seen. I felt assured 
now of what it was, and from the bottom of my heart I pitied 
this last feeble rill from the great flood of humanity. Clearly, at 
some time in the Long-Ago of human decay the Morlocks’ food 
had run short. Possibly they had lived on rats and such-like 
vermin. Even now man is far less discriminating and exclusive 
in his food than he was ~ far less than any monkey. His preju- 
dice against human flesh is no deep-seated instinct. And so 
these inhuman sons of men— I tried to look at the thing in a 
scientific spirit. After all, they were less human and more remote 
than our cannibal ancestors of three or four thousand years ago. 
And the intelligence that would have made this state of things 
a torment had gone. Why should I trouble myself? These Eloi 
were mere fatted cattle, which the ant-like Morlocks preserved 
and preyed upon ~ probably saw to the breeding of. And there 
was Weena dancing at my side! 

‘Then I tried to preserve myself from the horror that was 
coming upon me, by regarding it as a rigorous punishment of 
human selfishness. Man had been content to live in ease and 
delight upon the labours of his fellow-man, had taken Necessity 
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as his watchword and excuse, and in the fullness of time 
Necessity had come home to him. I even tried a Carlyle-like 
scorn of this wretched aristocracy in decay. But this attitude of 
mind was impossible. However great their intellectual degra- 
dation, the Eloi had kept too much of the human form not to 
claim my sympathy, and to make me perforce a sharer in their 
degradation and their Fear. 

‘Thad at that time very vague ideas as to the course I should 
pursue. My first was to secure some safe place of refuge, and 
to make myself such arms of metal or stone as I could contrive. 
That necessity was immediate. In the next place, I hoped to 
procure some means of fire, so that I should have the weapon 
of a torch at hand, for nothing, I knew, would be more efficient 
against these Morlocks. Then I wanted to arrange some contriv- 
ance to break open the doors of bronze under the White Sphinx. 
I had in mind a battering ram. I had a persuasion that if I could 
enter those doors and carry a blaze of light before me I should 
discover the Time Machine and escape. I could not imagine 
the Morlocks were strong enough to move it far away. Weena 
I had resolved to bring with me to our own time. And turning 
such schemes over in my mind I pursued our way towards the 
building which my fancy had chosen as our dwelling. 


CHAPTER VIII 


“I found the Palace of Green Porcelain, when we approached it 
about noon, deserted and falling into ruin. Only ragged vestiges 
of glass remained in its windows, and great sheets of the green 
facing had fallen away from the corroded metallic framework. 
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It lay very high upon a turfy down, and looking north-eastward 
before I entered it, I was surprised to see a large estuary, or 
even creek, where I judged Wandsworth and Battersea must 
once have been. I thought then — though I never followed up 
the thought — of what might have happened, or might be 
happening, to the living things in the sea. 

‘The material of the Palace proved on examination to be 
indeed porcelain, and along the face of it I saw an inscription 
in some unknown character. I thought, rather foolishly, that 
Weena might help me to interpret this, but I only learned that 
the bare idea of writing had never entered her head. She always 
seemed to me, I fancy, more human than she was, perhaps 
because her affection was so human. 

‘Within the big valves of the door —- which were open and 
broken — we found, instead of the customary hall, a long gallery 
lit by many side windows. At the first glance I was reminded 
of a museum. The tiled floor was thick with dust, and a remark- 
able array of miscellaneous objects was shrouded in the same 
grey covering. Then I perceived, standing strange and gaunt in 
the centre of the hall, what was clearly the lower part of a huge 
skeleton. I recognized by the oblique feet that it was some extinct 
creature after the fashion of the Megatherium. The skull and 
the upper bones lay beside it in the thick dust, and in one place, 
where rain-water had dropped through a leak in the roof, the 
thing itself had been worn away. Further in the gallery was the 
huge skeleton barrel of a Brontosaurus. My museum hypothesis 
was confirmed. Going towards the side I found what appeared 
to be sloping shelves, and clearing away the thick dust, I found 
the old familiar glass cases of our own time. But they must have 
been air-tight to judge from the fair preservation of some of 
their contents. 
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‘Clearly we stood among the ruins of some latter-day South 
Kensington! Here, apparently, was the Palaeontological Section, 
and a very splendid array of fossils it must have been, though 
the inevitable process of decay that had been staved off for a 
time, and had, through the extinction of bacteria and fungi, lost 
ninety-nine hundredths of its force, was nevertheless, with 
extreme sureness if with extreme slowness at work again upon 
all its treasures. Here and there I found traces of the little people 
in the shape of rare fossils broken to pieces or threaded in strings 
upon reeds. And the cases had in some instances been bodily 
removed — by the Morlocks as I judged. The place was very 
silent. The thick dust deadened our footsteps. Weena, who had 
been rolling a sea urchin down the sloping glass of a case, 
presently came, as I stared about me, and very quietly took my 
hand and stood beside me. 

‘And at first I was so much surprised by this ancient monu- 
ment of an intellectual age, that I gave no thought to the 
possibilities it presented. Even my preoccupation about the Time 
Machine receded a little from my mind. 

‘To judge from the size of the place, this Palace of Green 
Porcelain had a great deal more in it than a Gallery of 
Palaeontology; possibly historical galleries; it might be, even a 
library! To me, at least in my present circumstances, these would 
be vastly more interesting than this spectacle of oldtime geology 
in decay. Exploring, I found another short gallery running trans- 
versely to the first. This appeared to be devoted to minerals, 
and the sight of a block of sulphur set my mind running on 
gunpowder. But I could find no saltpeter; indeed, no nitrates 
of any kind. Doubtless they had deliquesced ages ago. Yet the 
sulphur hung in my mind, and set up a train of thinking. As 
for the rest of the contents of that gallery, though on the whole 
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they were the best preserved of all I saw, I had little interest. I 
am no specialist in mineralogy, and I went on down a very 
ruinous aisle running parallel to the first hall I had entered. 
Apparently this section had been devoted to natural history, 
but everything had long since passed out of recognition. A few 
shrivelled and blackened vestiges of what had once been stuffed 
animals, desiccated mummies in jars that had once held spirit, 
a brown dust of departed plants: that was all! I was sorry for 
that, because I should have been glad to trace the patent read- 
justments by which the conquest of animated nature had been 
attained. Then we came to a gallery of simply colossal propor- 
tions, but singularly ill-lit, the floor of it running downward at 
a slight angle from the end at which I entered. At intervals 
white globes hung from the ceiling — many of them cracked 
and smashed — which suggested that originally the place had 
been artificially lit. Here I was more in my element, for rising 
on either side of me were the huge bulks of big machines, all 
greatly corroded and many broken down, but some still fairly 
complete. You know I have a certain weakness for mechanism, 
and I was inclined to linger among these; the more so as for 
the most part they had the interest of puzzles, and I could make 
only the vaguest guesses at what they were for. I fancied that 
if I could solve their puzzles I should find myself in possession 
of powers that might be of use against the Morlocks. 
‘Suddenly Weena came very close to my side. So suddenly 
that she startled me. Had it not been for her I do not think I 
should have noticed that the floor of the gallery sloped at all.! 
The end I had come in at was quite above ground, and was lit 
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by rare slit-like windows. As you went down the length, the 
ground came up against these windows, until at last there was 
a pit like the “area” of a London house before each, and only 
a narrow line of daylight at the top. I went slowly along, 
puzzling about the machines, and had been too intent upon 
them to notice the gradual diminution of the light, until Weena’s 
increasing apprehensions drew my attention. Then I saw that 
the gallery ran down at last into a thick darkness. I hesitated, 
and then, as I looked round me, I saw that the dust was less 
abundant and its surface less even. Further away towards the 
dimness, it appeared to be broken by a number of small narrow 
footprints. My sense of the immediate presence of the Morlocks 
revived at that. I felt that I was wasting my time in the academic 
examination of machinery. I called to mind that it was already 
far advanced in the afternoon, and that I had still no weapon, 
no refuge, and no means of making a fire. And then down in 
the remote blackness of the gallery I heard a peculiar pattering, 
and the same odd noises I had heard down the well. 

‘I took Weena’s hand. Then, struck with a sudden idea, I left 
her and turned to a machine from which projected a lever not 
unlike those in a signal-box. Clambering upon the stand, and 
grasping this lever in my hands, I put all my weight upon it 
sideways. Suddenly Weena, deserted in the central aisle, began 
to whimper. I had judged the strength of the lever pretty 
correctly, for it snapped after a minute’s strain, and I rejoined 
her with a mace in my hand more than sufficient, I judged, for 
any Morlock skull I might encounter. And I longed very much 
to kill a Morlock or so. Very inhuman, you may think, to want 
to go killing one’s own descendants! But it was impossible, 
somehow, to feel any humanity in the things. OnJy my disin- 
clination to leave Weena, and a persuasion that if I began to 
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slake my thirst for murder my Time Machine might suffer, 
restrained me from going straight down the gallery and killing 
the brutes I heard. 

‘Well, mace in one hand and Weena in the other, I went out 
of that gallery and into another and still larger one, which at 
the first glance reminded me of a military chapel hung with 
tattered flags. The brown and charred rags that hung from the 
sides of it, I presently recognized as the decaying vestiges of 
books. They had long since dropped to pieces, and every 
semblance of print had left them. But here and there were 
warped boards and cracked metallic clasps that told the tale 
well enough. Had I been a literary man I might, perhaps, have 
moralized upon the futility of all ambition. But as it was, the 
thing that struck me with keenest force was the enormous waste 
of labour to which this sombre wilderness of rotting paper 
testified. At the time I will confess that I thought chiefly of the 
Philosophical Transactions and my own seventeen papers upon 
physical optics. 

‘Then, going up a broad staircase, we came to what may once 
have been a gallery of technical chemistry. And here I had not 
a little hope of useful discoveries. Except at one end where the 
roof had collapsed, this gallery was well preserved. I went 
eagerly to every unbroken case. And at last, in one of the really 
air-tight cases, I found a box of matches. Very eagerly I tried 
them. They were perfectly good. They were not even damp. I 
turned to Weena. “Dance,” I cried to her in her own tongue. 
For now I had a weapon indeed against the horrible creatures 
we feared. And so, in that derelict museum, upon the thick soft 
carpeting of dust, to Weena’s huge delight, I solemnly performed 
a kind of composite dance, whistling The Land of the Leal as 
cheerfully as I could. In part it was a modest cancan, in part a 
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step dance, in part a skirt-dance (so far as my tail-coat permitted), 
and in part original. For I am naturally inventive, as you know. 

‘Now, I still think that for this box of matches to have escaped 
the wear of time for immemorial years was a most strange, as 
for me it was a most fortunate thing. Yet, oddly enough, I found 
a far unlikelier substance, and that was camphor. I found it in 
a sealed jar, that by chance, I suppose, had been really hermet- 
ically sealed. I fancied at first that it was paraffin wax, and 
smashed the glass accordingly. But the odour of camphor was 
unmistakable. In the universal decay this volatile substance had 
chanced to survive, perhaps through many thousands of centu- 
ries. It reminded me of a sepia painting I had once seen done 
from the ink of a fossil Belemnite that must have perished and 
become fossilized millions of years ago. I was about to throw 
it away, but I remembered that it was inflammable and burned 
with a good bright flame — was, in fact, an excellent candle — 
and I put it in my pocket. I found no explosives, however, nor 
any means of breaking down the bronze doors. As yet my iron 
crowbar was the most helpful thing I had chanced upon. 
Nevertheless I left that gallery greatly elated. 

ʻI cannot tell you all the story of that long afternoon. It would 
require a great effort of memory to recall my explorations in at 
all the proper order. I remember a long gallery of rusting stands 
of arms, and how I hesitated between my crowbar and a hatchet 
or a sword. I could not carry both, however, and my bar of iron 
promised best against the bronze gates. There were numbers of 
guns, pistols, and rifles. The most were masses of rust, but many 
were of some new metal, and still fairly sound. But any 
cartridges or powder there may once have been had rotted into 
dust. One corner I saw was charred and shattered; perhaps, I 
thought, by an explosion among the specimens. In another place 
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was a vast array of idols — Polynesian, Mexican, Grecian, 
Phoenician, every country on earth I should think. And here, 
yielding to an irresistible impulse, I wrote my name upon the 
nose of a steatite monster from South America that particularly 
took my fancy. 

‘As the evening drew on, my interest waned. I went through 
gallery after gallery, dusty, silent, often ruinous, the exhibits 
sometimes mere heaps of rust and lignite, sometimes fresher. 
In one place I suddenly found myself near the model of a 
tin-mine, and then by the merest accident I discovered, in an 
air-tight case, two dynamite cartridges! I shouted “Eureka!” and 
smashed the case with joy. Then came a doubt. I hesitated. Then, 
selecting a little side gallery, I made my essay. I never felt such 
a disappointment as I did in waiting five, ten, fifteen minutes 
for an explosion that never came. Of course the things were 
dummies, as I might have guessed from their presence. I really 
believe that had they not been so, I should have rushed off 
incontinently and blown Sphinx, bronze doors, and (as it 
proved) my chances of finding the Time Machine, all together 
into non-existence. 

‘It was after that, I think, that we came to a little open court 
within the palace. It was turfed, and had three fruit-trees. So 
we rested and refreshed ourselves. Towards sunset I began to 
consider our position. Night was creeping upon us, and my 
inaccessible hiding-place had still to be found. But that troubled 


me very little now. I had in my possession a thing that was, 
perhaps, the best of all defences against the Morlocks — I had 
matches! I had the camphor in my pocket, too, if a blaze were 
needed. It seemed to me that the best thing we could do would 
be to pass the night in the open, protected by a fire. In the 
morning there was the getting of the Time Machine. Towards 
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that, as yet, I had only my iron mace. But now, with my growing 
knowledge, I felt very differently towards those bronze doors. 
Up to this, I had refrained from forcing them, largely because 
of the mystery on the other side. They had never impressed me 
as being very strong, and I hoped to find my bar of iron not 
altogether inadequate for the work. 


CHAPTER IX 


‘We emerged from the palace while the sun was still in part 
above the horizon. I was determined to reach the White Sphinx 
early the next morning, and ere the dusk I purposed pushing 
through the woods that had stopped me on the previous journey. 
My plan was to go as far as possible that night, and then, 
building a fire, to sleep in the protection of its glare. Accordingly, 
as we went along I gathered any sticks or dried grass I saw, 
and presently had my arms full of such litter. Thus loaded, our 
progress was slower than I had anticipated, and besides Weena 
was tired. And I began to suffer from sleepiness too; so that it 
was full night before we reached the wood. Upon the shrubby 
hill of its edge Weena would have stopped, fearing the darkness 
before us; but a singular sense of impending calamity, that 
should indeed have served me as a warning, drove me onward. 
I had been without sleep for a night and two days, and I was 
feverish and irritable. I felt sleep coming upon me, and the 
Morlocks with it. 

‘While we hesitated, among the black bushes behind us, and 
dim against their blackness, I saw three crouching figures. There 
was scrub and long grass all about us, and I did not feel safe 
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from their insidious approach. The forest, I calculated, was 
rather less than a mile across. If we could get through it to the 
bare hill-side, there, as it seemed to me, was an altogether safer 
resting-place; I thought that with my matches and my camphor 
I could contrive to keep my path illuminated through the woods. 
Yet it was evident that if I was to flourish matches with my 
hands I should have to abandon my firewood; so, rather reluc- 
tantly, I put it down. And then it came into my head that I 
would amaze our friends behind by lighting it. I was to discover 
the atrocious folly of this proceeding, but it came to my mind 
as an ingenious move for covering our retreat. 

‘I don’t know if you have ever thought what a rare thing flame 
must be in the absence of man and in a temperate climate. The 
sun’s heat is rarely strong enough to burn, even when it is focused 
by dewdrops, as is sometimes the case in more tropical districts. 
Lightning may blast and blacken, but it rarely gives rise to wide- 
spread fire, Decaying vegetation may occasionally smoulder with 
the heat of its fermentation, but this rarely results in flame. In 
this decadence, too, the art of fire-making had been forgotten on 
the earth. The red tongues that went licking up my heap of wood 
were an altogether new and strange thing to Weena. 

‘She wanted to run to it and play with it. I believe she would 
have cast herself into it had I not restrained her. But I caught 
her up, and in spite of her struggles, plunged boldly before me 
into the wood. For a little way the glare of my fire lit the path. 
Looking back presently, I could see, through the crowded stems, 
that from my heap of sticks the blaze had spread to some bushes 
adjacent, and a curved line of fire was creeping up the grass of 
the hill. I laughed at that, and turned again to the dark trees 
before me. It was very black, and Weena clung to me convul- 
sively, but there was still, as my eyes grew accustomed to the 
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darkness, sufficient light for me to avoid the stems. Overhead 
it was simply black, except where a gap of remote blue sky 
shone down upon us here and there. I struck none of my matches 
because I had no hand free. Upon my left arm I carried my 
little one, in my right hand I had my iron bar. 

‘For some way I heard nothing but the crackling twigs under 
my feet, the faint rustle of the breeze above, and my own 
breathing and the throb of the blood-vessels in my ears. Then 
I seemed to know of a pattering about me. I pushed on grimly. 
The pattering grew more distinct, and then I caught the same 
queer sound and voices I had heard in the Under-world. There 
were evidently several of the Morlocks, and they were closing 
in upon me. Indeed, in another minute I felt a tug at my coat, 
then something at my arm. And Weena shivered violently, and 
became quite still. 

‘It was time for a match. But to get one I must put her down. 
I did so, and, as I fumbled with my pocket, a struggle began 
in the darkness about my knees, perfectly silent on her part and 
with the same peculiar cooing sounds from the Morlocks. Soft 
little hands, too, were creeping over my coat and back, touching 
even my neck. Then the match scratched and fizzed. I held it 
flaring, and saw the white backs of the Morlocks in flight amid 
the trees. I hastily took a lump of camphor from my pocket, 
and prepared to light it as soon as the match should wane. Then 
I looked at Weena. She was lying clutching my feet and quite 
motionless, with her face to the ground. With a sudden fright 
I stooped to her. She seemed scarcely to breathe. I lit the block 
of camphor and flung it to the ground, and as it split and flared 
up and drove back the Morlocks and the shadows, I knelt down 
and lifted her. The wood behind seemed full of, the stir and 
murmur of a great company! 
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‘She seemed to have fainted. I put her carefully upon my 
shoulder and rose to push on, and then there came a horrible 
realization. In manoeuvring with my matches and Weena, I had 
turned myself about several times, and now I had not the faintest 
idea in what direction lay my path. For all I knew, I might be 
facing back towards the Palace of Green Porcelain. I found 
myself in a cold sweat. I had to think rapidly what to do. I 
determined to build a fire and encamp where we were. I put 
Weena, still motionless, down upon a turfy bole, and very 
hastily, as my first lump of camphor waned, I began collecting 
sticks and leaves. Here and there out of the darkness round me 
the Morlocks’ eyes shone like carbuncles. 

‘The camphor flickered and went out. I lit a match, and as I 
did so, two white forms that had been approaching Weena 
dashed hastily away. One was so blinded by the light that he 
came straight for me, and I felt his bones grind under the blow 
of my fist. He gave a whoop of dismay, staggered a little way, 
and fell down. I lit another piece of camphor, and went on 
gathering my bonfire. Presently I noticed how dry was some 
of the foliage above me, for since my arrival on the Time 
Machine, a matter of a week, no rain had fallen. So, instead of 
casting about among the trees for fallen twigs, I began leaping 
up and dragging down branches, Very soon I had a choking 
smoky fire of green wood and dry sticks, and could economize 
my camphor. Then I turned to where Weena lay beside my iron 
mace. I tried what I could to revive her, but she lay like one 
dead. I could not even satisfy myself whether or not she 
breathed. 

‘Now, the smoke of the fire beat over towards me, and it 
must have made me heavy of a sudden. Moreover, the vapour 
of camphor was in the air. My fire would not need replenishing 
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for an hour or so. I felt very weary after my exertion, and sat 
down. The wood, too, was full of a slumbrous murmur that I 
did not understand. I seemed just to nod and open my eyes. 
But all was dark, and the Morlocks had their hands upon me. 
Flinging off their clinging fingers I hastily felt in my pocket for 
the match-box, and — it had gone! Then they gripped and closed 
with me again. In a moment I knew what had happened. I had 
slept, and my fire had gone out, and the bitterness of death 
came over my soul. The forest seemed full of the smell of burning 
wood. I was caught by the neck, by the hair, by the arms, and 
pulled down. It was indescribably horrible in the darkness to 
feel all these soft creatures heaped upon me. I felt as if I was 
in a monstrous spider’s web. I was overpowered, and went 
down. I felt little teeth nipping at my neck. I rolled over, and 
as I did so my hand came against my iron lever. It gave me 
strength. I struggled up, shaking the human rats from me, and, 
holding the bar short, I thrust where I judged their faces might 
be. I could feel the succulent giving of flesh and bone under 
my blows, and for a moment I was free. 

‘The strange exultation that so often seems to accompany 
hard fighting came upon me. I knew that both I and Weena 
were lost, but I determined to make the Morlocks pay for their 
meat. I stood with my back to a tree, swinging the iron bar 
before me. The whole wood was full of the stir and cries of 
them. A minute passed. Their voices seemed to rise to a higher 
pitch of excitement, and their movements grew faster. Yet none 
came within reach. I stood glaring at the blackness. Then 
suddenly came hope. What if the Morlocks were afraid? And 
close on the heels of that came a strange thing. The darkness 
seemed to grow luminous. Very dimly I began to see the 
Morlocks about me — three battered at my feet — and then I 
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recognized, with incredulous surprise, that the others were 
running, in an incessant stream, as it seemed, from behind me, 
and away through the wood in front. And their backs seemed 
no longer white, but reddish. As I stood agape, I saw a little 
red spark go drifting across a gap of starlight between the 
branches, and vanish. And at that I understood the smell of 
burning wood, the slumbrous murmur that was growing now 
into a gusty roar, the red glow, and the Morlocks’ flight. 
‘Stepping out from behind my tree and looking back, I saw, 
through the black pillars of the nearer trees, the flames of the 
burning forest. It was my first fire coming after me. With that I 
looked for Weena, but she was gone. The hissing and crackling 
behind me, the explosive thud as each fresh tree burst into flame, 
left little time for reflection. My iron bar still gripped, I followed 
in the Morlocks’ path. It was a close race. Once the flames crept 
forward so swiftly on my right as I ran that I was outflanked 
and had to strike off to the left. But at last I emerged upon a 
small open space, and as I did so, a Morlock came blundering 
towards me, and past me, and went on straight into the fire! 
‘And now I was to see the most weird and horrible thing, I 
think, of all that I beheld in that future age. This whole space 
was as bright as day with the reflection of the fire. In the centre 
was a hillock or tumulus, surmounted by a scorched hawthorn. 
Beyond this was another arm of the burning forest, with yellow 
tongues already writhing from it, completely encircling the 
space with a fence of fire. Upon the hill-side were some thirty 
or forty Morlocks, dazzled by the light and heat, and blundering 
hither and thither against each other in their bewilderment. At 
first I did not realize their blindness, and struck furiously at 
them with my bar, in a frenzy of fear, as they approached me, 
killing one and crippling several more. But when I had watched 
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the gestures of one of them groping under the hawthorn against 
the red sky, and heard their moans, I was assured of their 
absolute helplessness and misery in the glare, and I struck no 
more of them. 

“Yet every now and then one would come straight towards 
me, setting loose a quivering horror that made me quick to elude 
him. At one time the flames died down somewhat, and I feared 
the foul creatures would presently be able to see me. I was 
thinking of beginning the fight by killing some of them before 
this should happen; but the fire burst out again brightly, and I 
stayed my hand. I walked about the hill among them and avoided 
them, looking for some trace of Weena. But Weena was gone. 

‘At last I sat down on the summit of the hillock, and watched 
this strange incredible company of blind things groping to and 
fro, and making uncanny noises to each other, as the glare of 
the fire beat on them. The coiling uprush of smoke streamed 
across the sky, and through the rare tatters of that red canopy, 
remote as though they belonged to another universe, shone the 
little stars. Two or three Morlocks came blundering into me, and 
I drove them off with blows of my fists, trembling as I did so. 

‘For the most part of that night I was persuaded it was a 
nightmare. I bit myself and screamed in a passionate desire to 
awake. I beat the ground with my hands, and got up and sat 
down again, and wandered here and there, and again sat down. 
Then I would fall to rubbing my eyes and calling upon God to 
let me awake. Thrice I saw Morlocks put their heads down in 
a kind of agony and rush into the flames. But, at last, above 
the subsiding red of the fire, above the streaming masses of 
black smoke and the whitening and blackening tree stumps, 
and the diminishing numbers of these dim creatures, came the 
white light of the day. 
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ʻI searched again for traces of Weena, but there were none. It 
was plain that they had left her poor little body in the forest. I 
cannot describe how it relieved me to think that it had escaped 
the awful fate to which it seemed destined. As I thought of that, 
I was almost moved to begin a massacre of the helpless abomi- 
nations about me, but I contained myself. The hillock, as I have 
said, was a kind of island in the forest. From its summit I could 
now make out through a haze of smoke the Palace of Green 
Porcelain, and from that I could get my bearings for the White 
Sphinx. And so, leaving the remnant of these damned souls still 
going hither and thither and moaning, as the day grew clearer, I 
tied some grass about my feet and limped on across smoking 
ashes and among black stems, that still pulsated internally with 
fire, towards the hiding-place of the Time Machine. I walked 
slowly, for I was almost exhausted, as well as lame, and I felt the 
intensest wretchedness for the horrible death of little Weena. It 
seemed an overwhelming calamity. Now, in this old familiar room, 
it is more like the sorrow of a dream than an actual loss. But that 
morning it left me absolutely lonely again — terribly alone. I began 
to think of this house of mine, of this fireside, of some of you, 
and with such thoughts came a longing that was pain. 

‘But as I walked over the smoking ashes under the bright 
morning sky, I made a discovery. In my trouser pocket were still 
some loose matches. The box must have leaked before it was lost. 


CHAPTER X 


‘About eight or nine in the morning I came to the same seat of 
yellow metal from which I had viewed the world upon the 
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evening of my arrival. I thought of my hasty conclusions upon 
that evening and could not refrain from laughing bitterly at my 
confidence. Here was the same beautiful scene, the same abun- 
dant foliage, the same splendid palaces and magnificent ruins, 
the same silver river running between its fertile banks. The gay 
robes of the beautiful people moved hither and thither among 
the trees. Some were bathing in exactly the place where I had 
saved Weena, and that suddenly gave me a keen stab of pain. 
And like blots upon the landscape rose the cupolas above the 
ways to the Under-world. I understood now what all the beauty 
of the Over-world people covered. Very pleasant was their day, 
as pleasant as the day of the cattle in the field. Like the cattle, 
they knew of no enemies and provided against no needs. And 
their end was the same. 

‘I grieved to think how brief the dream of the human intel- 
lect had been. It had committed suicide. It had set itself 
steadfastly towards comfort and ease, a balanced society with 
security and permanency as its watchword, it had attained its 
hopes — to come to this at last. Once, life and property must 
have reached almost absolute safety. The rich had been assured 
of his wealth and comfort, the toiler assured of his life and 
work. No doubt in that perfect world there had been no unem- 
ployed problem, no social question left unsolved. And a great 
quiet had followed. 

‘It is a law of nature we overlook, that intellectual versatility 
is the compensation for change, danger, and trouble. An animal 
perfectly in harmony with its environment is a perfect mecha- 
nism. Nature never appeals to intelligence until habit and instinct 
are useless. There is no intelligence where there is no change 
and no need of change. Only those animals partake of intelligence 
that have to meet a huge variety of needs and dangers. 
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‘So, as I see it, the Upper-world man had drifted towards his 
feeble prettiness, and the Under-world to mere mechanical 
industry. But that perfect state had lacked one thing even for 
mechanical perfection — absolute permanency. Apparently as 
time went on, the feeding of the Under-world, however it was 
effected, had become disjointed. Mother Necessity, who had 
been staved off for a few thousand years, came back again, and 
she began below. The Under-world being in contact with 
machinery, which, however perfect, still needs some little 
thought outside habit, had probably retained perforce rather 
more initiative, if less of every other human character, than the 
Upper. And when other meat failed them, they turned to what 
old habit had hitherto forbidden. So I say I saw it in my last 
view of the world of Eight Hundred and Two Thousand Seven 
Hundred and One. It may be as wrong an explanation as mortal 
wit could invent. It is how the thing shaped itself to me, and 
as that I give it to you. 

‘After the fatigues, excitements, and terrors of the past days, 
and in spite of my grief, this seat and the tranquil view and 
the warm sunlight were very pleasant. I was very tired and 
sleepy, and soon my theorizing passed into dozing. Catching 
myself at that, I took my own hint, and spreading myself out 
upon the turf I had a long and refreshing sleep. 

‘I awoke a little before sunsetting. I now felt safe against 
being caught napping by the Morlocks, and, stretching myself, 
I came on down the hill towards the White Sphinx. I had my 
crowbar in one hand, and the other hand played with the 
matches in my pocket. 

‘And now came a most unexpected thing. As I approached 
the pedestal of the sphinx I found the bronze valves were open. 
They had slid down into grooves. 
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‘At that I stopped short before them, hesitating to enter. 

‘Within was a small apartment, and on a raised place in the 
corner of this was the Time Machine. I had the small levers in 
my pocket. So here, after all my elaborate preparations for the 
siege of the White Sphinx, was a meek surrender. I threw my 
iron bar away, almost sorry not to use it. 

‘A sudden thought came into my head as I stooped towards 
the portal. For once, at least, I grasped the mental operations 
of the Morlocks. Suppressing a strong inclination to laugh, I 
stepped through the bronze frame and up to the Time Machine. 
I was surprised to find it had been carefully oiled and cleaned. 
I have suspected since that the Morlocks had even partially 
taken it to pieces while trying in their dim way to grasp its 
purpose. 

‘Now as I stood and examined it, finding a pleasure in the 
mere touch of the contrivance, the thing I had expected 
happened. The bronze panels suddenly slid up and struck the 
frame with a clang. I was in the dark — trapped. So the Morlocks 
thought. At that I chuckled gleefully. 

ʻI could already hear their murmuring laughter as they came 
towards me. Very calmly I tried to strike the match. I had only 
to fix on the levers and depart then like a ghost. But I had 
overlooked one little thing. The matches were of that abominable 
kind that light only on the box. 

‘You may imagine how all my calm vanished. The little brutes 
were close upon me. One touched me. I made a sweeping blow 
in the dark at them with the levers, and began to scramble into 
the saddle of the machine. Then came one hand upon me and 
then another. Then I had simply to fight against their persistent 
fingers for my levers, and at the same time feel for the studs 
over which these fitted. One, indeed, they almost got away from 
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me. As it slipped from my hanad, I had to butt in the dark with 
my head —I could hear the Morlock’s skull ring — to recover it. 
It was a nearer thing than the fight in the forest, I think, this 
last scramble. 

‘But at last the lever was fitted and pulled over. The clinging 
hands slipped from me. The darkness presently fell from my 
eyes. I found myself in the same grey light and tumult I have 
already described. 


CHAPTER XI 


‘I have already told you of the sickness and confusion that 
comes with time travelling. And this time I was not seated 
properly in the saddle, but sideways and in an unstable fashion. 
For an indefinite time I clung to the machine as it swayed and 
vibrated, quite unheeding how I went, and when I brought 
myself to look at the dials again I was amazed to find where I 
had arrived. One dial records days, and another thousands of 
days, another millions of days, and another thousands of 
millions. Now, instead of reversing the levers, I had pulled them 
over so as to go forward with them, and when I came to look 
at these indicators I found that the thousands hand was 
sweeping round as fast as the seconds hand of a watch — into 
futurity. 

‘As I drove on, a peculiar change crept over the appearance 
of things. The palpitating greyness grew darker; then — though 
I was still travelling with prodigious velocity — the blinking 
succession of day and night, which was usually indicative of 
a slower pace, returned, and grew more and more marked. 


<> 
<> 


THE TIME MACHINE 


This puzzled me very much at first. The alternations of night 
and day grew slower and slower, and so did the passage of 
the sun across the sky, until they seemed to stretch through 
centuries. At last a steady twilight brooded over the earth, a 
twilight only broken now and then when a comet glared across 
the darkling sky. The band of light that had indicated the sun 
had long since disappeared; for the sun had ceased to set — it 
simply rose and fell in the west, and grew ever broader and 
more red. All trace of the moon had vanished. The circling of 
the stars, growing slower and slower, had given place to 
creeping points of light. At last, some time before I stopped, 
the sun, red and very large, halted motionless upon the horizon, 
a vast dome glowing with a dull heat, and now and then 
suffering a momentary extinction. At one time it had for a little 
while glowed more brilliantly again, but it speedily reverted 
to its sullen red heat. I perceived by this slowing down of its 
rising and setting that the work of the tidal drag was done. 
The earth had come to rest with one face to the sun, even as 
in our own time the moon faces the earth. Very cautiously, for 
I remembered my former headlong fall, I began to reverse my 
motion. Slower and slower went the circling hands until the 
thousands one seemed motionless and the daily one was no 
longer a mere mist upon its scale. Still slower, until the dim 
outlines of a desolate beach grew visible. 

‘I stopped very gently and sat upon the Time Machine, 
looking round. The sky was no longer blue. North-eastward it 
was inky black, and out of the blackness shone brightly and 
steadily the pale white stars. Overhead it was a deep Indian 
red and starless, and south-eastward it grew brighter to a 
glowing scarlet where, cut by the horizon, lay the huge hull of 
the sun, red and motionless. The rocks about me wére of a harsh 
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reddish colour, and all the trace of life that I could see at first 
was the intensely green vegetation that covered every projecting 
point on their south-eastern face. It was the same rich green 
that one sees on forest moss or on the lichen in caves: plants 
which like these grow in a perpetual twilight. 

‘The machine was standing on a sloping beach. The sea 
stretched away to the south-west, to rise into a sharp bright 
horizon against the wan sky. There were no breakers and no 
waves, for not a breath of wind was stirring. Only a slight oily 
swell rose and fell like a gentle breathing, and showed that the 
eternal sea was still moving and living. And along the margin 
where the water sometimes broke was a thick incrustation of 
salt — pink under the lurid sky. There was a sense of oppression 
in my head, and I noticed that I was breathing very fast. The 
sensation reminded me of my only experience of mountain- 
eering, and from that I judged the air to be more rarefied than 
it is now. 

‘Far away up the desolate slope I heard a harsh scream, and 
saw a thing like a huge white butterfly go slanting and fluttering 
up into the sky and, circling, disappear over some low hillocks 
beyond. The sound of its voice was so dismal that I shivered 
and seated myself more firmly upon the machine. Looking 
round me again, I saw that, quite near, what I had taken to be 
a reddish mass of rock was moving slowly towards me. Then 
I saw the thing was really a monstrous crab-like creature. Can 
you imagine a crab as large as yonder table, with its many legs 
moving slowly and uncertainly, its big claws swaying, its long 
antennae, like carters’ whips, waving and feeling, and its stalked 
eyes gleaming at you on either side of its metallic front? Its 
back was corrugated and ornamented with ungainly bosses, 
and a greenish incrustation blotched it here and there. I could 
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see the many palps of its complicated mouth flickering and 
feeling as it moved. 

‘As I stared at this sinister apparition crawling towards me, 
I felt a tickling on my cheek as though a fly had lighted there. 
I tried to brush it away with my hand, but in a moment it 
returned, and almost immediately came another by my ear. I 
struck at this, and caught something threadlike. It was drawn 
swiftly out of my hand. With a frightful qualm, I turned, and 
I saw that I had grasped the antenna of another monster crab 
that stood just behind me. Its evil eyes were wriggling on their 
stalks, its mouth was all alive with appetite, and its vast 
ungainly claws, smeared with an algal slime, were descending 
upon me. In a moment my hand was on the lever, and I had 
placed a month between myself and these monsters. But I was 
still on the same beach, and I saw them distinctly now as soon 
as I stopped. Dozens of them seemed to be crawling here and 
there, in the sombre light, among the foliated sheets of intense 
green. 

ʻI cannot convey the sense of abominable desolation that 
hung over the world. The red eastern sky, the northward black- 
ness, the salt Dead Sea, the stony beach crawling with these 
foul, slow-stirring monsters, the uniform poisonous-looking 
green of the lichenous plants, the thin air that hurts one’s lungs: 
all contributed to an appalling effect. I moved on a hundred 
years, and there was the same red sun ~ a little larger, a little 
duller — the same dying sea, the same chill air, and the same 
crowd of earthy crustacea creeping in and out among the green 
weed and the red rocks. And in the westward sky, I saw a 
curved pale line like a vast new moon. 

‘So I travelled, stopping ever and again, in great strides of 
a thousand years or more, drawn on by the mystery of the 
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earth’s fate, watching with a strange fascination the sun grow 
larger and duller in the westward sky, and the life of the old 
earth ebb away. At last, more than thirty million years hence, 
the huge red-hot dome of the sun had come to obscure nearly 
a tenth part of the darkling heavens. Then I stopped once more, 
for the crawling multitude of crabs had disappeared, and the 
red beach, save for its livid green liverworts and lichens, seemed 
lifeless. And now it was flecked with white. A bitter cold 
assailed me. Rare white flakes ever and again came eddying 
down. To the north-eastward, the glare of snow lay under the 
starlight of the sable sky and I could see an undulating crest 
of hillocks pinkish white. There were fringes of ice along the 
sea margin, with drifting masses further out; but the main 
expanse of that salt ocean, all bloody under the eternal sunset, 
was still unfrozen. 

‘I looked about me to see if any traces of animal life remained. 
A certain indefinable apprehension still kept me in the saddle 
of the machine. But I saw nothing moving, in earth or sky or 
sea. The green slime on the rocks alone testified that life was 
not extinct. A shallow sandbank had appeared in the sea and 
the water had receded from the beach. I fancied I saw some 
black object flopping about upon this bank, but it became 
motionless as I looked at it, and I judged that my eye had been 
deceived, and that the black object was merely a rock. The stars 
in the sky were intensely bright and seemed to me to twinkle 
very little. 

‘Suddenly I noticed that the circular westward outline of the 
sun had changed; that a concavity, a bay, had appeared in the 
curve. I saw this grow larger. For a minute perhaps I stared 
aghast at this blackness that was creeping over the day, and 
then I realized that an eclipse was beginning. Either the moon 
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or the planet Mercury was passing across the sun's disk. 
Naturally, at first I took it to be the moon, but there is much to 
incline me to believe that what I really saw was the transit of 
an inner planet passing very near to the earth. 

‘The darkness grew apace; a cold wind began to blow in 
freshening gusts from the east, and the showering white flakes 
in the air increased in number. From the edge of the sea came 
a ripple and whisper. Beyond these lifeless sounds the world 
was silent. Silent? It would be hard to convey the stillness of 
it. All the sounds of man, the bleating of sheep, the cries of 
birds, the hum of insects, the stir that makes the background 
of our lives — all that was over. As the darkness thickened, the 
eddying flakes grew more abundant, dancing before my eyes; 
and the cold of the air more intense. At last, one by one, swiftly, 
one after the other, the white peaks of the distant hills vanished 
into blackness. The breeze rose to a moaning wind. I saw the 
black central shadow of the eclipse sweeping towards me. In 
another moment the pale stars alone were visible. All else was 
rayless obscurity. The sky was absolutely black. 

‘A horror of this great darkness came on me. The cold, that 
smote to my marrow, and the pain I felt in breathing, overcame 
me. I shivered, and a deadly nausea seized me. Then like a 
red-hot bow in the sky appeared the edge of the sun. I got off 
the machine to recover myself. I felt giddy and incapable of 
facing the return journey. As I stood sick and confused I saw 


again the moving thing upon the shoal — there was no mistake 
now that it was a moving thing — against the red water of the 
sea. It was a round thing, the size of a football perhaps, or, it 
may be, bigger, and tentacles trailed down from it; it seemed 
black against the weltering blood-red water, and it was hopping 
fitfully about. Then I felt I was fainting. But a terrible dread of 
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lying helpless in that remote and awful twilight sustained me 
while I clambered upon the saddle. 


CHAPTER XII 


‘So I came back. For a long time I must have been insensible 
upon the machine. The blinking succession of the days and 
nights was resumed, the sun got golden again, the sky blue. I 
breathed with greater freedom. The fluctuating contours of the 
land ebbed and flowed. The hands spun backward upon the 
dials. At last I saw again the dim shadows of houses, the 
evidences of decadent humanity. These, too, changed and 
passed, and others came. Presently, when the million dial was 
at zero, I slackened speed. I began to recognize our own pretty 
and familiar architecture, the thousands hand ran back to the 
starting-point, the night and day flapped slower and slower. 
Then the old walls of the laboratory came round me. Very gently, 
now, I slowed the mechanism down. 

‘I saw one little thing that seemed odd to me. I think I have 
told you that when I set out, before my velocity became very 
high, Mrs. Watchett had walked across the room, travelling, as 
it seemed to me, like a rocket. As I returned, I passed again 
across that minute when she traversed the laboratory. But now 
her every motion appeared to be the exact inversion of her 
previous ones. The door at the lower end opened, and she glided 
quietly up the laboratory, back foremost, and disappeared 
behind the door by which she had previously entered. Just 
before that I seemed to see Hillyer for a moment; but he passed 
like a flash. 
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‘Then I stopped the machine, and saw about me again the 
old familiar laboratory, my tools, my appliances just as I had 
left them. I got off the thing very shakily, and sat down upon 
my bench. For several minutes I trembled violently. Then I 
became calmer. Around me was my old workshop again, exactly 
as it had been. I might have slept there, and the whole thing 
have been a dream. 

‘And yet, not exactly! The thing had started from the south- 
east corner of the laboratory. It had come to rest again in the 
north-west, against the wall where you saw it. That gives you 
the exact distance from my little lawn to the pedestal of the 
White Sphinx, into which the Morlocks had carried my machine. 

‘For a time my brain went stagnant. Presently I got up and 
came through the passage here, limping, because my heel was 
still painful, and feeling sorely begrimed. I saw the Pall Mall 
Gazette on the table by the door. I found the date was indeed 
to-day, and looking at the timepiece, saw the hour was almost 
eight o'clock. I heard your voices and the clatter of plates. I 
hesitated — I felt so sick and weak. Then I sniffed good whole- 
some meat, and opened the door on you. You know the rest. I 
washed, and dined, and now I am telling you the story. 

‘I know,’ he said, after a pause, ‘that all this will be absolutely 
incredible to you. To me the one incredible thing is that I am 
here to-night in this old familiar room looking into your friendly 
faces and telling you these strange adventures.’ 

He looked at the Medical Man. ‘No. I cannot expect you to 
believe it. Take it as a lie — or a prophecy. Say I dreamed it in 
the workshop. Consider I have been speculating upon the desti- 
nies of our race until I have hatched this fiction. Treat my 
assertion of its truth as a mere stroke of art to enhance its 
interest. And taking it as a story, what do you think of it?’ 
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He took up his pipe, and began, in his old accustomed 
manner, to tap with it nervously upon the bars of the grate. 
There was a momentary stillness. Then chairs began to creak 
and shoes to scrape upon the carpet. I took my eyes off the 
Time Traveller's face, and looked round at his audience. They 
were in the dark, and little spots of colour swam before them. 
The Medical Man seemed absorbed in the contemplation of our 
host. The Editor was looking hard at the end of his cigar - the 
sixth. The Journalist fumbled for his watch. The others, as far 
as I remember, were motionless. 

The Editor stood up with a sigh. ‘What a pity it is you're not 
a writer of stories!’ he said, putting his hand on the Time 
Traveller’s shoulder. 

“You don’t believe it?’ 

“Well— 

‘I thought not.’ 

The Time Traveller turned to us. ‘Where are the matches?’ 
he said. 

He lit one and spoke over his pipe, puffing. ‘To tell you the 
truth... I hardly believe it myself... And yet...’ 

His eye fell with a mute inquiry upon the withered white 
flowers upon the little table. Then he turned over the hand 
holding his pipe, and I saw he was looking at some half-healed 
scars on his knuckles. 

The Medical Man rose, came to the lamp, and examined the 
flowers. ‘The gynaeceum’s odd,’ he said. The Psychologist leant 
forward to see, holding out his hand for a specimen. 

‘I'm hanged if it isn’t a quarter to one,’ said the Journalist. 

‘How shall we get home?’ 

‘Plenty of cabs at the station,’ said the Psychologist. 

‘It’s a curious thing,’ said the Medical Man; ‘but I certainly 
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don’t know the natural order of these flowers. May I have 
them?’ 

The Time Traveller hesitated. Then suddenly: ‘Certainly not.’ 

‘Where did you really get them?’ said the Medical Man. 

The Time Traveller put his hand to his head. He spoke like 
one who was trying to keep hold of an idea that eluded him. 
‘They were put into my pocket by Weena, when I travelled 
into Time.’ He stared round the room. ‘I’m damned if it isn’t 
all going. This room and you and the atmosphere of every 
day is too much for my memory. Did I ever make a Time 
Machine, or a model of a Time Machine? Or is it all only a 
dream? They say life is a dream, a precious poor dream at 
times — but I can’t stand another that won’t fit. It’s madness. 
And where did the dream come from?... I must look at that 
machine. If there is one!’ 

He caught up the lamp swiftly, and carried it, flaring red, 
through the door into the corridor. We followed him. There in 
the flickering light of the lamp was the machine sure enough, 
squat, ugly, and askew; a thing of brass, ebony, ivory, and 
translucent glimmering quartz. Solid to the touch — for I put 
out my hand and felt the rail of it - and with brown spots and 
smears upon the ivory, and bits of grass and moss upon the 
lower parts, and one rail bent awry. 

The Time Traveller put the lamp down on the bench, and 
ran his hand along the damaged rail. ‘It’s all right now,’ he said. 
‘The story I told you was true. I’m sorry to have brought you 
out here in the cold.’ He took up the lamp, and, in an absolute 
silence, we returned to the smoking-room. 

He came into the hall with us and helped the Editor on with 
his coat. The Medical Man looked into his face and, with a 
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which he laughed hugely. I remember him standing in the open 
doorway, bawling good night. 

I shared a cab with the Editor. He thought the tale a ‘gaudy 
lie.’ For my own part I was unable to come to a conclusion. 
The story was so fantastic and incredible, the telling so cred- 
ible and sober. I lay awake most of the night thinking about 
it. I determined to go next day and see the Time Traveller 
again. I was told he was in the laboratory, and being on easy 
terms in the house, I went up to him. The laboratory, however, 
was empty. I stared for a minute at the Time Machine and put 
out my hand and touched the lever. At that the squat substan- 
tial-looking mass swayed like a bough shaken by the wind. 
Its instability startled me extremely, and I had a queer remi- 
niscence of the childish days when I used to be forbidden to 
meddle. I came back through the corridor. The Time Traveller 
met me in the smoking-room. He was coming from the house. 
He had a small camera under one arm and a knapsack under 
the other. He laughed when he saw me, and gave me an elbow 
to shake. ‘I’m frightfully busy,’ said he, ‘with that thing in 
there.’ 

‘But is it not some hoax?’ I said. ‘Do you really travel through 
time?’ 

‘Really and truly I do.’ And he looked frankly into my eyes. 
He hesitated. His eye wandered about the room. ‘I only want 
half an hour,’ he said. ‘I know why you came, and it’s awfully 
good of you. There's some magazines here. If you'll stop to 
lunch I'll prove you this time travelling up to the hilt, specimen 
and all. If you'll forgive my leaving you now?’ 

I consented, hardly comprehending then the full import of 
his words, and he nodded and went on down the corridor. I 
heard the door of the laboratory slam, seated myself in a chair, 
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and took up a daily paper. What was he going to do before 
lunch-time? Then suddenly I was reminded by an advertisement 
that I had promised to meet Richardson, the publisher, at two. 
I looked at my watch, and saw that I could barely save that 
engagement. I got up and went down the passage to tell the 
Time Traveller. 

As I took hold of the handle of the door I heard an exclama- 
tion, oddly truncated at the end, and a click and a thud. A gust 
of air whirled round me as I opened the door, and from within 
came the sound of broken glass falling on the floor. The Time 
Traveller was not there. I seemed to see a ghostly, indistinct 
figure sitting in a whirling mass of black and brass for a moment 
— a figure so transparent that the bench behind with its sheets 
of drawings was absolutely distinct; but this phantasm vanished 
as I rubbed my eyes. The Time Machine had gone. Save for a 
subsiding stir of dust, the further end of the laboratory was 
empty. A pane of the skylight had, apparently, just been blown 
in. 

I felt an unreasonable amazement. I knew that something 
strange had happened, and for the moment could not distin- 
guish what the strange thing might be. As I stood staring, the 
door into the garden opened, and the man-servant appeared. 

We looked at each other. Then ideas began to come. ‘Has 
Mr. — gone out that way?’ said I. 

‘No, sir. No one has come out this way. I was expecting to 
find him here.’ 

At that I understood. At the risk of disappointing Richardson 
I stayed on, waiting for the Time Traveller; waiting for the 
second, perhaps still stranger story, and the specimens and 
photographs he would bring with him. But I am beginning now 
to fear that I must wait a lifetime. The Time Traveller vanished 
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three years ago. And, as everybody knows now, he has never 
returned. 


EPILOGUE 


One cannot choose but wonder. Will he ever return? It may be 
that he swept back into the past, and fell among the blood-drinking, 
hairy savages of the Age of Unpolished Stone; into the abysses of 
the Cretaceous Sea; or among the grotesque saurians, the huge 
reptilian brutes of the Jurassic times. He may even now - if I may 
use the phrase — be wandering on some plesiosaurus-haunted 
Oolitic coral reef, or beside the lonely saline lakes of the Triassic 
Age. Or did he go forward, into one of the nearer ages, in which 
men are still men, but with the riddles of our own time answered 
and its wearisome problems solved? Into the manhood of the race: 
for I, for my own part, cannot think that these latter days of weak 
experiment, fragmentary theory, and mutual discord are indeed 
man’s culminating time! I say, for my own part. He, I know — for 
the question had been discussed among us long before the Time 
Machine was made — thought but cheerlessly of the Advancement 
of Mankind, and saw in the growing pile of civilization only a 
foolish heaping that must inevitably fall back upon and destroy 
its makers in the end. If that is so, it remains for us to live as 
though it were not so. But to me the future is still black and blank 
— is a vast ignorance, lit at a few casual places by the memory of 
his story. And I have by me, for my comfort, two strange white 
flowers — shrivelled now, and brown and flat and brittle — to 
witness that even when mind and strength had gone, gratitude 
and a mutual tenderness still lived on in the heart of man. 
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THE EMPIRE 
OF THE AD 


When Captain Gerilleau received instructions to take his new 
gunboat, the Benjamin Constant, to Badama on the Batemo arm 
of the Guaramadema and there assist the inhabitants against a 
plague of ants, he suspected the authorities of mockery. His 
promotion had been romantic and irregular, the affections of a 
prominent Brazilian lady and the captain’s liquid eyes had 
played a part in the process, and the Diario and O Futuro had 
been lamentably disrespectful in their comments. He felt he was 
to give further occasion for disrespect. 

He was a Creole, his conceptions of etiquette and discipline 
were pure-blooded Portuguese, and it was only to Holroyd, the 
Lancashire engineer who had come over with the boat, and as 
an exercise in the use of English — his ‘th’ sounds were very 
uncertain — that he opened his heart. 

‘It is in effect,’ he said, ‘to make me absurd! What can a man 
do against ants? Dey come, dey go.’ 
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‘They say,’ said Holroyd, ‘that these don’t go. That chap you 
said was a Sambo— 

‘Zambo; — it is a sort of mixture of blood.’ 

‘Sambo. He said the people are going!’ 

The captain smoked fretfully for a time. ‘Dese tings ‘ave to 
happen,’ he said at last. ‘What is it? Plagues of ants and such- 
like as God wills. Dere was a plague in Trinidad — the little ants 
that carry leaves. Orl der orange-trees, all der mangoes! What 
does it matter? Sometimes ant armies come into your houses 
— fighting ants; a different sort. You go and they clean the house. 
Then you come back again; — the house is clean, like new! No 
cockroaches, no fleas, no jiggers in the floor.’ 

‘That Sambo chap,’ said Holroyd, ‘says these are a different 
sort of ant.’ 

The captain shrugged his shoulders, fumed, and gave his 
attention to a cigarette. 

Afterwards he reopened the subject. ‘My dear ‘Olroyd, what 
am I to do about dese infernal ants?” 

The captain reflected. ‘It is ridiculous,’ he said. But in the 
afternoon he put on his full uniform and went ashore, and jars 
and boxes came back to the ship and subsequently he did. And 
Holroyd sat on deck in the evening coolness and smoked 
profoundly and marvelled at Brazil. They were six days up the 
Amazon, some hundreds of miles from the ocean, and east and 
west of him there was a horizon like the sea, and to the south 
nothing but a sand-bank island with some tufts of scrub. The 
water was always running like a sluice, thick with dirt, animated 
with crocodiles and hovering birds, and fed by some inexhaust- 
ible source of tree trunks; and the waste of it, the headlong 
waste of it, filled his soul. The town of Alemquer, with its meagre 
church, its thatched sheds for houses, its discoloured ruins of 
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ampler days, seemed a little thing lost in this wilderness of 
Nature, a sixpence dropped on Sahara. He was a young man, 
this was his first sight of the tropics, he came straight from 
England, where Nature is hedged, ditched, and drained, into 
the perfection of submission, and he had suddenly discovered 
the insignificance of man. For six days they had been steaming 
up from the sea by unfrequented channels; and man had been 
as rare as a rare butterfly. One saw one day a canoe, another 
day a distant station, the next no men at all. He began to perceive 
that man is indeed a rare animal, having but a precarious hold 
upon this land. 

He perceived it more clearly as the days passed, and he made 
his devious way to the Batemo, in the company of this remark- 
able commander, who ruled over one big gun, and was 
forbidden to waste his ammunition. Holroyd was learning 
Spanish industriously, but he was still in the present tense and 
substantive stage of speech, and the only other person who had 
any words of English was a negro stoker, who had them all 
wrong. The second in command was a Portuguese, da Cunha, 
who spoke French, but it was a different sort of French from 
the French Holroyd had learnt in Southport, and their inter- 
course was confined to politenesses and simple propositions 
about the weather. And the weather, like everything else in this 
amazing new world, the weather had no human aspect, and 
was hot by night and hot by day, and the air steam, even the 
wind was hot steam, smelling of vegetation in decay: and the 
alligators and the strange birds, the flies of many sorts and 
sizes, the beetles, the ants, the snakes and monkeys seemed to 
wonder what man was doing in an atmosphere, that had no 
gladness in its sunshine and no coolness in its night. To wear 
clothing was intolerable, but to cast it aside was to scorch by 
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day, and expose an ampler area to the mosquitoes by night; to 
go on deck by day was to be blinded by glare and to stay below 
was to suffocate. And in the daytime came certain flies, 
extremely clever and noxious about one’s wrist and ankle. 
Captain Gerilleau, who was Holroyd’s sole distraction from 
these physical distresses, developed into a formidable bore, 
telling the simple story of his heart’s affections day by day, a 
string of anonymous women, as if he was telling beads. 
Sometimes he suggested sport, and they shot at alligators, and 
at rare intervals they came to human aggregations in the waste 
of trees, and stayed for a day or so, and drank and sat about, 
and, one night, danced with Creole girls, who found Holroyd’s 
poor elements of Spanish, without either past tense or future, 
amply sufficient for their purposes. But these were mere lumi- 
nous chinks in the long grey passage of the streaming river, up 
which the throbbing engines beat. A certain liberal heathen 
deity, in the shape of a demi-john, held seductive court aft, and, 
it is probable, forward. 

But Gerilleau learnt things about the ants, more things and 
more, at this stopping-place and that, and became interested in 
his mission. 

‘Dey are a new sort of ant,’ he said. ‘We have got to be — what 
do you call it? — entomologie? Big. Five centimetres! Some 
bigger! It is ridiculous. We are like the monkeys - sent to pick 
insects... But dey are eating up the country.’ 

He burst out indignantly. ‘Suppose — suddenly, there are 
complications with Europe. Here am I — soon we shall be above 
the Rio Negro — and my gun, useless!’ 

He nursed his knee and mused. 

‘Dose people who were dere at de dancing place, dey ‘ave 
come down. Dey ‘ave lost all they got. De ants come to deir 
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house one afternoon. Everyone run out. You know when de 
ants come one must — everyone runs out and they go over the 
house. If you stayed they’d eat you. See? Well, presently dey 
go back; dey say, “The ants ‘ave gone.”... De ants ‘aven’t gone. 
Dey try to go in — de son, 'e goes in. De ants fight.’ 

‘Swarm over him?’ 

‘Bite ‘im. Presently he comes out again — screaming and 
running. He runs past them to the river. See? He gets into de 
water and drowns de ants ~ yes.’ Gerilleau paused, brought his 
liquid eyes close to Holroyd’s face, tapped Holroyd’s knee with 
his knuckle. ‘That night he dies, just as if he was stung by a 
snake.’ 

‘Poisoned — by the ants?’ 

‘Who knows?’ Gerilleau shrugged his shoulders. ‘Perhaps 
they bit him badly... When I joined dis service I joined to fight 
men. Dese things, dese ants, dey come and go. It is no business 
for men.’ 

After that he talked frequently of the ants to Holroyd, and 
whenever they chanced to drift against any speck of humanity 
in that waste of water and sunshine and distant trees, Holroyd’s 
improving knowledge of the language enabled him to recognize 
the ascendant word Saiiba, more and more completely domi- 
nating the whole. 

He perceived the ants were becoming interesting, and the 
nearer he drew to them the more interesting they became. 
Gerilleau abandoned his old themes almost suddenly, and the 
Portuguese lieutenant became a conversational figure; he knew 
something about the leaf-cutting ant, and expanded his knowl- 
edge. Gerilleau sometimes rendered what he had to tell to 
Holroyd. He told of the little workers that swarm and fight, 
and the big workers that command and rule, and how these 
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latter always crawled to the neck and how their bites drew 
blood. He told how they cut leaves and made fungus beds, and 
how their nests in Caracas are sometimes a hundred yards 
across. Two days the three men spent disputing whether ants 
have eyes. The discussion grew dangerously heated on the 
second afternoon, and Holroyd saved the situation by going 
ashore in a boat to catch ants and see. He captured various 
specimens and returned, and some had eyes and some hadn't. 
Also, they argued, do ants bite or sting? 

‘Dese ants,’ said Gerilleau, after collecting information at a 
rancho, ‘have big eyes. They don’t run about blind — not as 
most ants do. No! Dey get in corners and watch what you do.’ 

‘And they sting?’ asked Holroyd. 

‘Yes. Dey sting. Dere is poison in the sting.’ He meditated. 
‘I do not see what men can do against ants. Dey come and go.’ 

‘But these don’t go.’ 

‘They will’ said Gerilleau. 

Past Tamandu there is a long low coast of eighty miles without 
any population, and then one comes to the confluence of the 
main river and the Batemo arm like a great lake, and then the 
forest came nearer, came at last intimately near. The character 
of the channel changes, snags abound, and the Benjamin 
Constant moored by a cable that night, under the very shadow 
of dark trees. For the first time for many days came a spell of 
coolness, and Holroyd and Gerilleau sat late, smoking cigars 
and enjoying this delicious sensation. Gerilleau’s mind was full 
of ants and what they could do. He decided to sleep at last, 
and lay down on a mattress on deck, a man hopelessly 
perplexed, his last words, when he already seemed asleep, were 
to ask, with a flourish of despair, ‘What can one do with ants?... 
De whole thing is absurd.’ 
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Holroyd was left to scratch his bitten wrists, and meditate 
alone. 

He sat on the bulwark and listened to the little changes in 
Gerilleau’s breathing until he was fast asleep, and then the 
ripple and lap of the stream took his mind, and brought back 
that sense of immensity that had been growing upon him since 
first he had left Para and come up the river. The monitor showed 
but one small light, and there was first a little talking forward 
and then stillness. His eyes went from the dim black outlines 
of the middle works of the gunboat towards the bank, to the 
black overwhelming mysteries of forest, lit now and then by a 
fire-fly, and never still from the murmur of alien and mysterious 
activities... 

It was the inhuman immensity of this land that astonished 
and oppressed him. He knew the skies were empty of men, the 
stars were specks in an incredible vastness of space; he knew 
the ocean was enormous and untamable, but in England he had 
come to think of the land as man’s. In England it is indeed 
man’s, the wild things live by sufferance, grow on lease, every- 
where the roads, the fences, and absolute security runs. In an 
atlas, too, the land is man’s, and all coloured to show his claim 
to it — in vivid contrast to the universal independent blueness 
of the sea. He had taken it for granted that a day would come 
when everywhere about the earth, plough and culture, light 
tramways and good roads, an ordered security, would prevail. 
But now, he doubted. 

This forest was interminable, it had an air of being invincible, 
and Man seemed at best an infrequent precarious intruder. One 
travelled for miles, amidst the still, silent struggle of giant trees, 
of strangulating creepers, of assertive flowers, everywhere the 
alligator, the turtle, and endless varieties of birds and insects 
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seemed at home, dwelt irreplaceably — but man, man at most 
held a footing upon resentful clearings, fought weeds, fought 
beasts and insects for the barest foothold, fell a prey to snake 
and beast, insect and fever, and was presently carried away. In 
many places down the river he had been manifestly driven 
back, this deserted creek or that preserved the name of a casa, 
and here and there ruinous white walls and a shattered tower 
enforced the lesson. The puma, the jaguar, were more the 
masters here... 

Who were the real masters? 

In a few miles of this forest there must be more ants than 
there are men in the whole world! This seemed to Holroyd a 
perfectly new idea. In a few thousand years men had emerged 
from barbarism to a stage of civilization that made them feel 
lords of the future and masters of the earth! But what was to 
prevent the ants evolving also? Such ants as one knew lived in 
little communities of a few thousand individuals, made no 
concerted efforts against the greater world. But they had a 
language, they had an intelligence! Why should things stop at 
that any more than men had stopped at the barbaric stage? 
Suppose presently the ants began to store knowledge, just as 
men had done by means of books and records, use weapons, 
form great empires, sustain a planned and organised war? 

Things came back to him that Gerilleau had gathered about 
these ants they were approaching. They used a poison like the 
poison of snakes. They obeyed greater leaders even as the 
leaf-cutting ants do. They were carnivorous, and where they 
came they stayed.... 

The forest was very still. The water lapped incessantly against 
the side. About the lantern overhead there eddied a noiseless 
whirl of phantom moths. 
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Gerilleau stirred in the darkness and sighed. ‘What can one 
do?’ he murmured, and turned over and was still again. 

Holroyd was roused from meditations that were becoming 
sinister by the hum of a mosquito. 


The next morning Holroyd learnt they were within forty kilo- 
metres of Badama, and his interest in the banks intensified. He 
came up whenever an opportunity offered to examine his 
surroundings. He could see no signs of human occupation what- 
ever, save for a weedy ruin of a house and the green-stained 
facade of the long-deserted monastery at Mojû, with a forest tree 
growing out of a vacant window space, and great creepers netted 
across its vacant portals. Several flights of strange yellow butter- 
flies with semi-transparent wings crossed the river that morning, 
and many alighted on the monitor and were killed by the men. 
It was towards afternoon that they came upon the derelict cuberta. 

She did not at first appear to be derelict; both her sails were 
set and hanging slack in the afternoon calm, and there was the 
figure of a man sitting on the fore planking beside the shipped 
sweeps. Another man appeared to be sleeping face downwards 
on the sort of longitudinal bridge these big canoes have in the 
waist. But it was presently apparent, from the sway of her 
rudder and the way she drifted into the course of the gunboat, 
that something was out of order with her. Gerilleau surveyed 
her through a field-glass, and became interested in the queer 
darkness of the face of the sitting man, a red-faced man he 
seemed, without a nose — crouching he was rather than sitting, 
and the longer the captain looked the less he liked to look at 
him, and the less able he was to take his glasses away. 


ooo la Rn 


H. G. WELLS 


But he did so at last, and went a little way to call up Holroyd. 
Then he went back to hail the cuberta. He ailed her again, and 
so she drove past him. Santa Rosa stood out clearly as her name. 

As she came by and into the wake of the monitor, she pitched 
a little, and suddenly the figure of the crouching man collapsed 
as though all its joints had given way. His hat fell off, his head 
was not nice to look at, and his body flopped lax and rolled 
out of sight behind the bulwarks. 

‘Caramba! cried Gerilleau, and resorted to Holroyd forth- 
with. 

Holroyd was half-way up the companion. ‘Did you see dat?” 
said the captain. 

‘Dead!’ said Holroyd. ‘Yes. You'd better send a boat aboard. 
There’s something wrong.’ 

‘Did you — by any chance ~ see his face?’ 

‘What was it like?’ 

‘It was — ugh! — I have no words.’ And the captain suddenly 
turned his back on Holroyd and became an active and strident 
commander. 

The gunboat came about, steamed parallel to the erratic 
course of the canoe, and dropped the boat with Lieutenant da 
Cunha and three sailors to board her. Then the curiosity of the 
captain made him draw up almost alongside as the lieutenant 
got aboard, so that the whole of the Santa Rosa, deck and hold, 
was visible to Holroyd. 

He saw now clearly that the sole crew of the vessel was 
these two dead men, and though he could not see their faces, 
he saw by their outstretched hands, which were all of ragged 
flesh, that they had been subjected to some strange exceptional 
process of decay. For a moment his attention concentrated on 
those two enigmatical bundles of dirty clothes and laxly flung 
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limbs, and then his eyes went forward to discover the open 
hold piled high with trunks and cases, and aft, to where the 
little cabin gaped inexplicably empty. Then he became aware 
that the planks of the middle decking were dotted with moving 
black specks. 

His attention was riveted by these specks. They were all 
walking in directions radiating from the fallen man in a manner 
— the image came unsought to his mind — like the crowd 
dispersing from a bull-fight. 

He became aware of Gerilleau beside him. ‘Capo,’ he said, 
‘have you your glasses? Can you focus as closely as those planks 
there?’ 

Gerilleau made an effort, grunted, and handed him the 
glasses. 

There followed a moment of scrutiny. ‘It’s ants,’ said the 
Englishman, and handed the focused field-glass back to 
Gerilleau. 

His impression of them was of a crowd of large black ants, 
very like ordinary ants except for their size, and for the fact 
that some of the larger of them bore a sort of clothing of grey. 
But at the time his inspection was too brief for particulars. The 
head of Lieutenant da Cunha appeared over the side of the 
cuberta, and a brief colloquy ensued. 

‘You must go aboard,’ said Gerilleau. 

The lieutenant objected that the boat was full of ants. 

‘You have your boots,’ said Gerilleau. 

The lieutenant changed the subject. ‘How did these men die?’ 
he asked. 

Captain Gerilleau embarked upon BSED that Holroyd 
could not follow, and the two men disputed with a certain 
increasing vehemence. Holroyd took up the field-glass and 
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resumed his scrutiny, first of the ants and then of the dead man 
amidships. 

He has described these ants to me very particularly. 

He says they were as large as any ants he has ever seen, 
black and moving with a steady deliberation very different from 
the mechanical fussiness of the common ant. About one in 
twenty was much larger than its fellows, and with an excep- 
tionally large head. These reminded him at once of the master 
workers who are said to rule over the leaf-cutter ants; like them 
they seemed to be directing and co-ordinating the general move- 
ments. They tilted their bodies back in a manner altogether 
singular as if they made some use of the fore feet. And he had 
a curious fancy that he was too far off to verify, that most of 
these ants of both kinds were wearing accoutrements, had things 
strapped about their bodies by bright white bands like white 
metal threads... 

He put down the glasses abruptly, realizing that the question 
of discipline between the captain and his subordinate had 
become acute. 

‘It is your duty,’ said the captain, ‘to go aboard. It is my 
instructions.’ 

The lieutenant seemed on the verge of refusing. The head of 
one of the mulatto sailors appeared beside him. 

ʻI believe these men were killed by the ants,’ said Holroyd 
abruptly in English. 

The captain burst into a rage. He made no answer to Holroyd. 
‘I have commanded you to go aboard,’ he screamed to his 
subordinate in Portuguese. ‘If you do not go aboard forthwith 
it is mutiny — rank mutiny. Mutiny and cowardice! Where is 
the courage that should animate us? I will have you in irons, I 
will have you shot like a dog.’ He began a torrent of abuse and 
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curses, he danced to and fro. He shook his fists, he behaved as 
if beside himself with rage, and the lieutenant, white and still, 
stood looking at him. The crew appeared forward, with amazed 
faces. 

Suddenly, in a pause of this outbreak, the lieutenant came 
to some heroic decision, saluted, drew himself together and 
clambered upon the deck of the cuberta. 

‘Ah! said Gerilleau, and his mouth shut like a trap. Holroyd 
saw the ants retreating before da Cunha’s boots. The Portuguese 
walked slowly to the fallen man, stooped down, hesitated, 
clutched his coat and turned him over. A black swarm of ants 
rushed out of the clothes, and da Cunha stepped back very 
quickly and trod two or three times on the deck. 

Holroyd put up the glasses. He saw the scattered ants about 
the invader’s feet, and doing what he had never seen ants doing 
before. They had nothing of the blind movements of the common 
ant; they were looking at him — as a rallying crowd of men 
might look at some gigantic monster that had dispersed it. 

‘How did he die?’ the captain shouted. 

Holroyd understood the Portuguese to say the body was too 
much eaten to tell. 

‘What is there forward?’ asked Gerilleau. 

The lieutenant walked a few paces, and began his answer in 
Portuguese. He stopped abruptly and beat off something from 
his leg. He made some peculiar steps as if he was trying to 
stamp on something invisible, and went quickly towards the 
side. Then he controlled himself, turned about, walked delib- 
erately forward to the hold, clambered up to the fore decking, 
from which the sweeps are worked, stooped for a time over the 
second man, groaned audibly, and made his way back and 
aft to the cabin, moving very rigidly. He turned and began a 
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conversation with his captain, cold and respectful in tone on 
either side, contrasting vividly with the wrath and insult of a 
few moments before. Holroyd gathered only fragments of its 
purport. 

He reverted to the field-glass, and was surprised to find the 
ants had vanished from all the exposed surfaces of the deck. 
He turned towards the shadows beneath the decking, and it 
seemed to him they were full of watching eyes. 

The cuberta, it was agreed; was derelict, but too full of ants 
to put men aboard to sit and sleep: it must be towed. The lieu- 
tenant went forward to take in and adjust the cable, and the 
men in the boat stood up to be ready to help him. Holroyd’s 
glasses searched the canoe. 

He became more and more impressed by the fact that a great 
if minute and furtive activity was going on. He perceived that 
a number of gigantic ants — they seemed nearly a couple of 
inches in length — carrying oddly-shaped burthens for which 
he could imagine no use — were moving in rushes from one 
point of obscurity to another. They did not move in columns 
across the exposed places, but in open, spaced-out lines, oddly 
suggestive of the rushes of modern infantry advancing under 
fire. A number were taking cover under the dead man’s clothes, 
and a perfect swarm was gathering along the side over which 
da Cunha must presently go. 

He did not see them actually rush for the lieutenant as he 
returned, but he has no doubt they did make a concerted rush. 
Suddenly the lieutenant was shouting and cursing and beating 
at his legs. ‘I’m stung!’ he shouted, with a face of hate and 
accusation towards Gerilleau. 

Then he vanished over the side, dropped into his boat, and 
plunged at once into the water. Holroyd heard the splash. 
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The three men in the boat pulled him out and brought him 
aboard, and that night he died. 


Holroyd and the captain came out of the cabin in which the 
swollen and contorted body of the lieutenant lay and stood 
together at the stern of the monitor, staring at the sinister vessel 
they trailed behind them. It was a close, dark night that had 
only phantom flickerings of sheet lightning to illuminate it. The 
cuberta, a vague black triangle, rocked about in the steamer’s 
wake, her sails bobbing and flapping, and the black smoke from 
the funnels, spark-lit ever and again, streamed over her swaying 
masts. 

Gerilleau’s mind was inclined to run on the unkind things 
the lieutenant had said in the heat of his last fever. 

‘He says I murdered ‘im,’ he protested. ‘It is simply absurd. 
Someone ‘ad to go aboard. Are we to run away from these 
confounded ants whenever they show up?’ 

Holroyd said nothing. He was thinking of a disciplined rush 
of little black shapes across bare sunlit planking. 

‘It was his place to go,’ harped Gerilleau. ‘He died in the 
execution of his duty. What has he to complain of? Murdered... 
But the poor fellow was — what is it? - demented. He was not 
in his right mind. The poison swelled him... U’m.’ 

They came to a long silence. 

‘We will sink that canoe — burn it.’ 

‘And then?’ 

The inquiry irritated Gerilleau. His shoulders went up, his 
hands flew out at right angles from his body. ‘What is one to 
do?’ he said, his voice going up to an angry squeak. 
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‘Anyhow,’ he broke out vindictively, ‘every ant in dat cuberta! 
— I will burn dem alive!’ 

Holroyd was not moved to conversation. A distant ululation 
of howling monkeys filled the sultry night with foreboding 
sounds, and as the gunboat drew near the black mysterious 
banks this was reinforced by a depressing clamour of frogs. 

‘What is one to do?’ the captain repeated after a vast interval, 
and suddenly becoming active and savage and blasphemous, 
decided to burn the Santa Rosa without further delay. Everyone 
aboard was pleased by that idea, everyone helped with zest; 
they pulled in the cable, cut it, and dropped the boat and fired 
her with tow and kerosene, and soon the cuberta was crackling 
and flaring merrily amidst the immensities of the tropical 
night. Holroyd watched the mounting yellow flare against the 
blackness, and the livid flashes of sheet lightning that came 
and went above the forest summits, throwing them into 
momentary silhouette, and his stoker stood behind him 
watching also. 

The stoker was stirred to the depths of his linguistics. 
‘Saiiba go pop, pop,’ he said, ‘Wahaw’ and laughed richly. 

But Holroyd was thinking that these little creatures on the 
decked canoe had also eyes and brains. 

The whole thing impressed him as incredibly foolish and 
wrong, but — what was one to do? This question came back 
enormously reinforced on the morrow, when at last the gunboat 
reached Badama. 

This place, with its leaf-thatch-covered houses and sheds, its 
creeper-invaded sugar-mill, its little jetty of timber and canes, 
was very still in the morning heat, and showed never a sign of 
living men. Whatever ants there were at that distance were too 
small to see. 
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‘All the people have gone,’ said Gerilleau, ‘but we will do 
one thing anyhow. We will ‘oot and vissel.’ 

So Holroyd hooted and whistled. 

Then the captain fell into a doubting fit of the worst kind. 
‘Dere is one thing we can do,’ he said presently, ‘What’s that?” 
said Holroyd. 

“Oot and vissel again.’ 

So they did. 

The captain walked his deck and gesticulated to himself. He 
seemed to have many things on his mind. Fragments of speeches 
came from his lips. He appeared to be addressing some imag- 
inary public tribunal either in Spanish or Portuguese. Holroyd’s 
improving ear detected something about ammunition. He came 
out of these preoccupations suddenly into English. ‘My dear 
‘Olroyd!’ he cried, and broke off with ‘But what can one do?’ 

They took the boat and the field-glasses, and went close in 
to examine the place. They made out a number of big ants, 
whose still postures had a certain effect of watching them, dotted 
about the edge of the rude embarkation jetty. Gerilleau tried 
ineffectual pistol shots at these. Holroyd thinks he distinguished 
curious earthworks running between the nearer houses, that 
may have been the work of the insect conquerors of those human 
habitations. The explorers pulled past the jetty, and became 
aware of a human skeleton wearing a loin cloth, and very bright 
and clean and shining, lying beyond. They came to a pause 
regarding this.... 

‘I ‘ave all dose lives to consider,’ said Gerilleau suddenly. 

Holroyd turned and stared at the captain, realizing slowly 
that he referred to the unappetizing mixture of races that consti- 
tuted his crew. 4 

‘To send a landing party — it is impossible — impossible. They 
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will be poisoned, they will swell, they will swell up and abuse 
me and die. It is totally impossible... If we land, I must land 
alone, alone, in thick boots and with my life in my hand. Perhaps 
I should live. Or again - I might not land. I do not know. I do 
not know.’ 

Holroyd thought he did, but he said nothing. 

‘De whole thing,’ said Gerilleau suddenly, “as been got up 
to make me ridiculous. De whole thing!’ 

They paddled about and regarded the clean white skeleton 
from various points of view, and then they returned to the 
gunboat. Then Gerilleau’s indecisions became terrible. Steam 
was got up, and in the afternoon the monitor went on up the 
river with an air of going to ask somebody something, and by 
sunset came back again and anchored. A thunderstorm gathered 
and broke furiously, and then the night became beautifully cool 
and quiet and everyone slept on deck. Except Gerilleau, who 
tossed about and muttered. In the dawn he awakened Holroyd. 

‘Lord!’ said Holroyd, ‘what now?’ 

‘I have decided,’ said the captain. 

‘What — to land?’ said Holroyd, sitting up brightly. 

‘No!’ said the captain, and was for a time very reserved. ‘I 
have decided,’ he repeated, and Holroyd manifested symptoms 
of impatience. 

‘Well, — yes,’ said the captain, ‘I shall fire de big gun!’ 

And he did! Heaven knows what the ants thought of it, but 
he did. He fired it twice with great sternness and ceremony. All 
the crew had wadding in their ears, and there was an effect of 
going into action about the whole affair, and first they hit and 
wrecked the old sugar-mill, and then they smashed the aban- 
doned store behind the jetty. And then Gerilleau experienced 
the inevitable reaction. 
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‘It is no good,’ he said to Holroyd; ‘no good at all. No sort 
of bally good. We must go back — for instructions. Dere will be 
de devil of a row about dis ammunition — oh! de devil of a row! 
You don’t know, ‘Olroyd....’ 

He stood regarding the world in infinite perplexity for a 
space. 

‘But what else was there to — do?’ he cried. 

In the afternoon the monitor started down stream again, and 
in the evening a landing party took the body of the lieutenant 
and buried it on the bank upon which the new ants have so far 
not appeared.... 


V 


I heard this story in a fragmentary state from Holroyd not three 
weeks ago. 

These new ants have got into his brain, and he has come 
back to England with the idea, as he says, of ‘exciting people’ 
about them ‘before it is too late.’ He says they threaten British 
Guiana, which cannot be much over a trifle of a thousand miles 
from their present sphere of activity, and that the Colonial Office 
ought to get to work upon them at once. He declaims with great 
passion: ‘These are intelligent ants. Just think what that means!’ 

There can be no doubt they are a serious pest, and that the 
Brazilian Government is well advised in offering a prize of five 
hundred pounds for some effectual method of extirpation. It is 
certain too that since they first appeared in the hills beyond 
Badama, about three years ago, they have achieved extraordi- 
nary conquests. The whole of the south bank of the Batemo 
River, for nearly sixty miles, they have in their effectual occu- 
pation; they have driven men out completely, occupied 
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plantations and settlements, and boarded and captured at least 
one ship. It is even said they have in some inexplicable way 
bridged the very considerable Capuarana arm and pushed many 
miles towards the Amazon itself. There can be little doubt that 
they are far more reasonable and with a far better social organ- 
isation than any previously known ant species; instead of being 
in dispersed societies they are organized into what is in effect 
a single nation; but their peculiar and immediate formidableness 
lies not so much in this as in the intelligent use they make of 
poison against their larger enemies. It would seem this poison 
of theirs is closely akin to snake poison, and it is highly probable 
they actually manufacture it, and that the larger individuals 
among them carry the needle-like crystals of it in their attacks 
upon men. 

Of course it is extremely difficult to get any detailed infor- 
mation about these new competitors for the sovereignty of the 
globe. No eye-witnesses of their activity, except for such 
glimpses as Holroyd’s, have survived the encounter. The most 
extraordinary legends of their prowess and capacity are in circu- 
lation in the region of the Upper Amazon, and grow daily as 
the steady advance of the invader stimulates men’s imaginations 
through their fears. These strange little creatures are credited 
not only with the use of implements and a knowledge of fire 
and metals and with organized feats of engineering that stagger 
our northern minds—unused as we are to such feats as that of 
the Saiibas of Rio de Janeiro, who in 1841 drove a tunnel under 
the Parahyba where it is as wide as the Thames at London 
Bridge—but with an organized and detailed method of record 
and communication analogous to our books. So far their action 
has been a steady progressive settlement, involving the flight 
or slaughter of every human being in the new areas they invade. 
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They are increasing rapidly in numbers, and Holroyd at least 
is firmly convinced that they will finally dispossess man over 
the whole of tropical South America. 

And why should they stop at tropical South America? 

Well, there they are, anyhow. By 1911 or thereabouts, if they 
go on as they are going, they ought to strike the Capuarana 
Extension Railway, and force themselves upon the attention of 
the European capitalist. 

By 1920 they will be half-way down the Amazon. I fix 1950 
or '60 at the latest for the discovery of Europe. 


The night was hot and overcast, the sky red-rimmed with the 
lingering sunset of midsummer. They sat at the open window, 
trying to fancy the air was fresher there. The trees and shrubs 
of the garden stood stiff and dark; beyond in the roadway a 
gas-lamp burnt, bright orange against the hazy blue of the 
evening. Farther were the three lights of the railway signal 
against the lowering sky. The man and woman spoke to one 
another in low tones. 

‘He does not suspect?’ said the man, a little nervously. 

‘Not he,’ she said peevishly, as though that too irritated her. 
‘He thinks of nothing but the works and the prices of fuel. He 
has no imagination, no poetry.’ 

‘None of these men of iron have,’ he said sententiously. ‘They 
have no hearts.’ 

‘He has not,’ she said. She turned her discontented face 
towards the window. The distant sound of a roaring and rushing 
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drew nearer and grew in volume; the house quivered; one heard 
the metallic rattle of the tender. As the train passed, there was 
a glare of light above the cutting and a driving tumult of smoke; 
one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight black oblongs — eight 
trucks — passed across the dim grey of the embankment, and 
were suddenly extinguished one by one in the throat of the 
tunnel, which, with the last, seemed to swallow down train, 
smoke, and sound in one abrupt gulp. 

‘This country was all fresh and beautiful once,’ he said; ‘and 
now -— it is Gehenna. Down that way — nothing but pot-banks 
and chimneys belching fire and dust into the face of heaven... 
But what does it matter? An end comes, an end to all this 
cruelty... To-morrow.’ He spoke the last word in a whisper. 

‘To-morrow,’ she said, speaking in a whisper too, and still 
staring out of the window. 

‘Dear!’ he said, putting his hand on hers. 

She turned with a start, and their eyes searched one another’s. 
Hers softened to his gaze. ‘My dear one!’ she said, and then: 
‘It seems so strange — that you should have come into my life 
like this — to open— She paused. 

‘To open? he said. 

‘All this wonderful world’ — she hesitated, and spoke still 
more softly — ‘this world of love to me.’ 

Then suddenly the door clicked and closed. They turned 
their heads, and he started violently back. In the shadow of the 
room stood a great shadowy figure — silent. They saw the face 
dimly in the half-light, with unexpressive dark patches under 
the pent-house brows. Every muscle in Raut’s body suddenly 
became tense. When could the door have opened? What had 
he heard? Had he heard all? What had he seen? A tumult of 
questions. 
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The new-comer’s voice came at last, after a pause that seemed 
interminable. ‘Well?’ he said. 

ʻI was afraid I had missed you, Horrocks,’ said the man at 
the window, gripping the window-ledge with his hand. His 
voice was unsteady. 

The clumsy figure of Horrocks came forward out of the 
shadow. He made no answer to Raut’s remark. For a moment 
he stood above them. 

The woman’s heart was cold within her. ‘I told Mr. Raut it 
was just possible you might come back,’ she said in a voice that 
never quivered. 

Horrocks, still silent, sat down abruptly in the chair by her 
little work-table. His big hands were clenched; one saw now 
the fire of his eyes under the shadow of his brows. He was 
trying to get his breath. His eyes went from the woman he had 
trusted to the friend he had trusted, and then back to the woman. 

By this time and for the moment all three half understood 
one another. Yet none dared say a word to ease the pent-up 
things that choked them. 

It was the husband’s voice that broke the silence at last. 

“You wanted to see me?’ he said to Raut. 

Raut started as he spoke. ‘I came to see you,’ he said, resolved 
to lie to the last. 

‘Yes,’ said Horrocks. 

“You promised,’ said Raut, ‘to show me some fine effects of 
moonlight and smoke.’ 

‘I promised to show you some fine effects of moonlight and 
smoke,’ repeated Horrocks in a colourless voice. 

‘And I thought I might catch you to-night before you went 
down to the works,’ proceeded Raut, ‘and come with you.’ 

There was another pause. Did the man mean to take the thing 
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coolly? Did he, after all, know? How long had he been in the 
room? Yet even at the moment when they heard the door, their 
attitudes... Horrocks glanced at the profile of the woman, 
shadowy pallid in the half-light. Then he glanced at Raut, and 
seemed to recover himself suddenly. ‘Of course,’ he said, ‘I 
promised to show you the works under their proper dramatic 
conditions. It’s odd how I could have forgotten.’ 

‘If I am troubling you— began Raut. 

Horrocks started again. A new light had suddenly come into 
the sultry gloom of his eyes. ‘Not in the least.’ he said. 

‘Have you been telling Mr. Raut of all these contrasts of flame 
and shadow you think so splendid?’ said the woman, turning 
now to her husband for the first time, her confidence creeping 
back again, her voice just one half-note too high — ‘that dreadful 
theory of yours that machinery is beautiful, and everything else 
in the world ugly. I thought he would not spare you, Mr. Raut. 
It’s his great theory, his one discovery in art.’ 

‘I am slow to make discoveries, said Horrocks grimly, 
damping her suddenly. ‘But what I discover...’ He stopped. 

‘Well?’ she said. 

‘Nothing; and suddenly he rose to his feet. 

‘I promised to show you the works,’ he said to Raut, and 
put his big, clumsy hand on his friend’s shoulder. ‘And you are 
teady to go?’ 

‘Quite,’ said Raut, and stood up also. 

There was another pause. Each of them peered through the 
indistinctness of the dusk at the other two. 

Horrocks’ hand still rested on Raut’s shoulder. Raut half 
fancied still that the incident was trivial after all. But Mrs. 
Horrocks knew her husband better, knew that grim quiet in his 
voice, and the confusion in her mind took a vague shape of 
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physical evil. ‘Very well,’ said Horrocks, and, dropping his hand, 
turned towards the door. 

‘My hat?’ Raut looked round in the half-light. 

‘That's my work-basket,’ said Mrs. Horrocks with a gust of 
hysterical laughter. Their hands came together on the back of 
the chair. ‘Here it is!’ he said. She had an impulse to warn him 
in an undertone, but she could not frame a word. ‘Don’t go!’ 
and ‘Beware of him!’ struggled in her mind, and the swift 
moment passed. 

‘Got it?’ said Horrocks, standing with the door half open. 

Raut stepped towards him. ‘Better say goodbye to Mrs. 
Horrocks,’ said the ironmaster, even more grimly quiet in his 
tone than before. 

Raut started and turned. ‘Good-evening, Mrs. Horrocks,’ he 
said, and their hands touched. 

Horrocks held the door open with a ceremonial politeness 
unusual in him towards men. Raut went out, and then, after a 
wordless look at her, her husband followed. She stood motion- 
less while Raut’s light footfall and her husband’s heavy tread, 
like bass and treble, passed down the passage together. The front 
door slammed heavily. She went to the window, moving slowly, 
and stood watching, leaning forward. The two men appeared 
for a moment at the gateway in the road, passed under the street 
lamp, and were hidden by the black masses of the shrubbery. 
The lamplight fell for a moment on their faces, showing only 
unmeaning pale patches, telling nothing of what she still feared, 
and doubted, and craved vainly to know. Then she sank down 
into a crouching attitude in the big arm-chair, her eyes-wide 
open and staring out at the red lights from the furnaces that 
flickered in the sky. An hour after she was still there, her attitude 
scarcely changed. 
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The oppressive stillness of the evening weighed heavily upon 
Raut. They went side by side down the road in silence, and in 
silence turned into the cinder-made byway that presently 
opened out the prospect of the valley. 

A blue haze, half dust, half mist, touched the long valley with 
mystery. Beyond were Hanley and Etruria, grey and dark masses, 
outlined thinly by the rare golden dots of the street lamps, and 
here and there a gas-lit window, or the yellow glare of some 
late-working factory or crowded public-house. Out of the masses, 
clear and slender against the evening sky, rose a multitude of 
tall chimneys, many of them reeking, a few smokeless during a 
season of ‘play’. Here and there a pallid patch and ghostly 
stunted beehive shapes showed the position of a pot-bank or a 
wheel, black and sharp against the hot lower sky, marked some 
colliery where they raise the iridescent coal of the place. Nearer 
at hand was the broad stretch of railway, and half-invisible trains 
shunted — a steady puffing and rumbling, with every run a 
ringing concussion and a rhymthic series of impacts, and a 
passage of intermittent puffs of white steam across the further 
view. And to the left, between the railway and the dark mass 
of the low hill beyond, dominating the whole view, colossal, 
inky-black, and crowned with smoke and fitful flames, stood 
the great cylinders of the Jeddah Company Blast Furnaces, the 
central edifices of the big ironworks of which Horrocks was the 
manager. They stood heavy and threatening, full of an incessant 
turmoil of flames and seething molten iron, and about the feet 
of them rattled the rolling-mills, and the steam-hammer beat 
heavily and splashed the white iron sparks hither and thither. 
Even as they looked, a truckful of fuel was shot into one of the 
giants, and the red flames gleamed out, and a confusion of smoke 
and black dust came boiling upwards towards the sky. 
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‘Certainly you get some colour with your furnaces, said 
Raut, breaking a silence that had become apprehensive. 

Horrocks grunted. He stood with his hands in his pockets, 
frowning down at the dim steaming railway and the busy 
ironworks beyond, frowning as if he were thinking out some 
knotty problem. 

Raut glanced at him and away again. ‘At present your moon- 
light effect is hardly ripe,’ he continued, looking upward; ‘the 
moon is still smothered by the vestiges of daylight.’ 

Horrocks stared at him with the expression of a man who 
has suddenly awakened. ‘Vestiges of daylight?... Of course, of 
course.’ He too looked up at the moon, pale still in the 
midsummer sky. ‘Come along,’ he said suddenly, and gripping 
Raut’s arm in his hand, made a move towards the path that 
dropped from them to the railway. 

Raut hung back. Their eyes met and saw a thousand things 
in a moment that their lips came near to say. Horrocks’s hand 
tightened and then relaxed. He let go, and before Raut was 
aware of it, they were arm in arm, and walking, one unwillingly 
enough, down the path. 

“You see the fine effect of the railway signals towards Burslem,’ 
said Horrocks, suddenly breaking into loquacity, striding fast 
and tightening the grip of his elbow the while — ‘little green 
lights and red and white lights, all against the haze. You have 
an eye for effect, Raut. It’s fine. And look at those furnaces of 
mine, how they rise upon us as we come down the hill. That to 
the right is my pet — seventy feet of him. I packed him myself, 
and he’s boiled away cheerfully with iron in his guts for five 
long years. I’ve a particular fancy for him. That line of red there 
— a lovely bit of warm orange you'd call it, Raut — that’s the 
puddlers’ furnaces, and there, in the hot light, three black figures 


THE CONE 


— did you see the white splash of the steam-hammer then? — 
that’s the rolling mills. Come along! Clang, clatter, how it goes 
rattling across the floor! Sheet tin, Raut, — amazing stuff. Glass 
mirrors are not in it when that stuff comes from the mill. And, 
squelch! there goes the hammer again. Come along!’ 

He had to stop talking to catch at his breath. His arm twisted 
into Raut’s with benumbing tightness. He had come striding 
down the black path towards the railway as though he was 
possessed. Raut had not spoken a word, had simply hung back 
against Horrocks’s pull with all his strength. 

‘I say,’ he said now, laughing nervously, but with an under- 
tone of snarl in his voice, ‘why on earth are you nipping my 
arm off, Horrocks, and dragging me along like this?’ 

At length Horrocks released him. His manner changed again. 
‘Nipping your arm off?’ he said. ‘Sorry. But it’s you taught me 
the trick of walking in that friendly way.’ 

‘You haven’t learnt the refinements of it yet then,’ said Raut, 
laughing artificially again. ‘By Jove! I’m black and blue.’ 
Horrocks offered no apology. They stood now near the bottom 
of the hill, close to the fence that bordered the railway. The 
ironworks had grown larger and spread out with their approach. 
They looked up to the blast furnaces now instead of down; the 
further view of Etruria and Hanley had dropped out of sight 
with their descent. Before them, by the stile, rose a notice-board, 
bearing, still dimly visible, the words, ‘BEWARE OF THE 
TRAINS,’ half hidden by splashes of coaly mud. 

‘Fine effects,’ said Horrocks, waving his arm. ‘Here comes a 
train. The puffs of smoke, the orange glare, the round eye of 
light in front of it, the melodious rattle. Fine effects! But these 
furnaces of mine used to be finer, before we shoved cones in 
their throats, and saved the gas.’ 
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‘How?’ said Raut. ‘Cones?’ 

‘Cones, my man, cones. I'll show you one nearer. The flames 
used to flare out of the open throats, great — what is it? — pillars 
of cloud by day, red and black smoke, and pillars of fire by night. 
Now we run it off — in pipes, and burn it to heat the blast, and 
the top is shut by a cone. You'll be interested in that cone.’ 

‘But every now and then,’ said Raut, ‘you get a burst of fire 
and smoke up there.” 

‘The cone’s not fixed, it’s hung by a chain from a lever, and 
balanced by an equipoise. You shall see it nearer. Else, of course, 
there'd be no way of getting fuel into the thing. Every now and 
then the cone dips, and out comes the flare.’ 

‘I see,’ said Raut. He looked over his shoulder. ‘The moon 
gets brighter,’ he said. 

‘Come along,’ said Horrocks abruptly, gripping his shoulder 
again, and moving him suddenly towards the railway crossing. 
And then came one of those swift incidents, vivid, but so rapid 
that they leave one doubtful and reeling. Half-way across, 
Horrocks’s hand suddenly clenched upon him like a vice, and 
swung him backward and through a half-turn, so that he looked 
up the line. And there a chain of lamp-lit carriage windows 
telescoped swiftly as it came towards them, and the red and 
yellow lights of an engine grew larger and larger, rushing down 
upon them. As he grasped what this meant, he turned his face 
to Horrocks, and pushed with all his strength against the arm 
that held him back between the rails. The struggle did not last 
a moment. Just as certain as it was that Horrocks held him there, 
so certain was it that he had been violently lugged out of danger. 


‘Out of the way,’ said Horrocks with a gasp, as the train came 
rattling by, and they stood panting by the gate into the iron- 
works. 
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‘I did not see it coming,’ said Raut, still, even in spite of his 
own apprehensions, trying to keep up an appearance of ordinary 
intercourse. 

Horrocks answered with a grunt. ‘The cone,’ he said, and 
then, as one who recovers himself, ‘I thought you did not hear.’ 

‘I didn’t,’ said Raut. 

‘I wouldn’t have had you run over then for the world,’ said 
Horrocks. 

‘For a moment I lost my nerve,’ said Raut. 

Horrocks stood for half a minute, then turned abruptly 
towards the ironworks again. ‘See how fine these great mounds 
of mine, these clinker-heaps, look in the night! That truck yonder, 
up above there! Up it goes, and out-tilts the slag. See the palpi- 
tating red stuff go sliding down the slope. As we get nearer, 
the heap rises up and cuts the blast furnaces. See the quiver up 
above the big one. Not that way! This way, between the heaps. 
That goes to the puddling furnaces, but I want to show you the 
canal first.’ He came and took Raut by the elbow, and so they 
went along side by side. Raut answered Horrocks vaguely. What, 
he asked himself, had really happened on the line? Was he 
deluding himself with his own fancies, or had Horrocks actually 
held him back in the way of the train? Had he just been within 
an ace of being murdered? 

Suppose this slouching, scowling monster did know anything? 
For a minute or two then Raut was really afraid for his life, but 
the mood passed as he reasoned with himself. After all, Horrocks 
might have heard nothing. At any rate, he had pulled him out 
of the way in time. His odd manner might be due to the mere 
vague jealousy he had shown once before. He was talking now 
of the ash-heaps and the canal. ‘Eigh?’ said Horrgcks. 

‘What?’ said Raut. ‘Rather! The haze in the moonlight. Fine!’ 
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‘Our canal,’ said Horrocks, stopping suddenly. ‘Our canal by 
moonlight and firelight is immense. You've never seen it? Fancy 
that! You’ve spent too many of your evenings philandering up 
in Newcastle there. I tell you, for real florid quality— But you 
shall see. Boiling water....’ 

As they came out of the labyrinth of clinker-heaps and 
mounds of coal and ore, the noises of the rolling-mill sprang 
upon them suddenly, loud, near, and distinct. Three shadowy 
workmen went by and touched their caps to Horrocks. Their 
faces were vague in the darkness. Raut felt a futile impulse to 
address them, and before he could frame his words they passed 
into the shadows. Horrocks pointed to the canal close before 
them now: a weird-looking place it seemed, in the blood-red 
reflections of the furnaces. The hot water that cooled the tuyéres 
came into it, some fifty yards up — a tumultuous, almost boiling 
affluent, and the steam rose up from the water in silent white 
wisps and streaks, wrapping damply about them, an incessant 
succession of ghosts coming up from the black and red eddies, 
a white uprising that made the head swim. The shining black 
tower of the larger blast-furnace rose overhead out of the mist, 
and its tumultuous riot filled their ears. Raut kept away from 
the edge of the water, and watched Horrocks. 

‘Here it is red,’ said Horrocks, ‘blood-red vapour as red and 
hot as sin; but yonder there, where the moonlight falls on it, 
and it drives across the clinker-heaps, it is as white as death.’ 

Raut turned his head for a moment, and then came back 
hastily to his watch on Horrocks. ‘Come along to the roll- 
ing-mills, said Horrocks. The threatening hold was not so 
evident that time, and Raut felt a little reassured. But all the 
same, what on earth did Horrocks mean about ‘white as death’ 
and ‘red as sin’? Coincidence, perhaps? 
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They went and stood behind the puddlers for a little while, 
and then through the rolling-mills, where amidst an incessant 
din the deliberate steam-hammer beat the juice out of the 
succulent iron, and black, half-naked Titans rushed the plastic 
bars, like hot sealing-wax, between the wheels, ‘Come on,’ 
said Horrocks in Raut’s ear; and they went and peeped 
through the little glass hole behind the tuyéres, and saw the 
tumbled fire writhing in the pit of the blast-furnace. It left 
one eye blinded for a while. Then, with green and blue 
patches dancing across the dark, they went to the lift by 
which the trucks of ore and fuel and lime were raised to the 
top of the big cylinder. 

And out upon the narrow rail that overhung the furnace 
Raut’s doubts came upon him again. Was it wise to be here? If 
Horrocks did know — everything! Do what he would, he could 
not resist a violent trembling. Right under foot was a sheer 
depth of seventy feet. It was a dangerous place. They pushed 
by a truck of fuel to get to the railing that crowned the thing. 
The reek of the furnace, a sulphurous vapour streaked with 
pungent bitterness, seemed to make the distant hillside of 
Hanley quiver. The moon was riding out now from among a 
drift of clouds, half-way up the sky above the undulating 
wooded outlines of Newcastle. The steaming canal ran away 
from below them under an indistinct bridge, and vanished into 
the dim haze of the flat fields towards Burslem. 

‘That’s the cone I’ve been telling you of,’ shouted Horrocks; 
‘and, below that, sixty feet of fire and molten metal, with the 
air of the blast frothing through it like gas in soda-water.’ 

Raut gripped the hand-rail tightly, and stared down at the 
cone. The heat was intense. The boiling of the jron and the 
tumult of the blast made a thunderous accompaniment to 
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Horrocks’s voice. But the thing had to be gone through now. 
Perhaps, after all.... 

‘In the middle,’ bawled Horrocks, ‘temperature near a thou- 
sand degrees. If you were dropped into it... flash into flame like 
a pinch of gunpowder in a candle. Put your hand out and feel 
the heat of his breath. Why, even up here I’ve seen the rain- 
water boiling off the trucks. And that cone there. It’s a damned 
sight too hot for roasting cakes. The top side of it’s three hundred 
degrees.’ 

‘Three hundred degrees!’ said Raut. 

‘Three hundred centigrade, mind!’ said Horrocks. ‘It will boil 
the blood out of you in no time.’ 

‘Eigh?’ said Raut, and turned. 

‘Boil the blood out of you in... No, you don’t!’ 

‘Let me go!’ screamed Raut. ‘Let go my arm!’ 

With one hand he clutched at the hand-rail, then with both. 
For a moment the two men stood swaying. Then suddenly, with 
a violent jerk, Horrocks had twisted him from his hold. He 
clutched at Horrocks and missed, his foot went back into empty 
air; in mid-air he twisted himself, and then cheek and shoulder 
and knee struck the hot cone together. 

He clutched the chain by which the cone hung, and the thing 
sank an infinitesimal amount as he struck it. A circle of glowing 
red appeared about him, and a tongue of flame, released from 
the chaos within, flickered up towards him. An intense pain 
assailed him at the knees, and he could smell the singeing of 
his hands. He raised himself to his feet, and tried to climb up 
the chain, and then something struck his head. Black and shining 
with the moonlight, the throat of the furnace rose about him. 

Horrocks, he saw, stood above him by one of the trucks of 
fuel on the rail. The gesticulating figure was bright and white 
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in the moonlight, and shouting, ‘Fizzle, you fool! Fizzle, you 
hunter of women! You hot-blooded hound! Boil! boil! boil!’ 

Suddenly he caught up a handful of coal out of the truck, 
and flung it deliberately, lump after lump, at Raut. 

‘Horrocks!’ cried Raut. ‘Horrocks!’ 

He clung, crying, to the chain, pulling himself up from the 
burning of the cone. Each missile Horrocks flung hit him. His 
clothes charred and glowed, and as he struggled the cone 
dropped, and a rush of hot, suffocating gas whooped out and 
burned round him in a swift breath of flame. 

His human likeness departed from him. When the momen- 
tary red had passed, Horrocks saw a charred, blackened figure, 
its head streaked with blood, still clutching and fumbling with 
the chain, and writhing in agony - a cindery animal, an 
inhuman, monstrous creature that began a sobbing, intermit- 
tent shriek. 

Abruptly at the sight the ironmaster’s anger passed. A deadly 
sickness came upon him. The heavy odour of burning flesh 
came drifting up to his nostrils. His sanity returned to him. 

‘God have mercy upon me! he cried. ʻO God! what have I 
done?’ 

He knew the thing below him, save that it still moved and 
felt, was already a dead man - that the blood of the poor wretch 
must be boiling in his veins. An intense realization of that agony 
came to his mind, and overcame every other feeling. For a 
moment he stood irresolute, and then, turning to the truck, he 
hastily tilted its contents upon the struggling thing that had 
once been a man. The mass fell with a thud, and went radiating 
over the cone. With the thud the shriek ended, and a boiling 
confusion of smoke, dust, and flame came rushing up towards 
him. As it passed, he saw the cone clear again. 
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Then he staggered back, and stood trembling, clinging to the 
rail with both hands. His lips moved, but no words came to 
them. 

Down below was the sound of voices and running steps. The 
clangour of rolling in the shed ceased abruptly. 
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THE LORD OF THE 
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The chief attendant of the three dynamos that buzzed and 
rattled at Camberwell, and kept the electric railway going, 
came out of Yorkshire, and his name was James Holroyd. He 
was a practical electrician, but fond of whisky, a heavy, 
red-haired brute with irregular teeth. He doubted the existence 
of the Deity, but accepted Carnot’s cycle, and he had read 
Shakespeare and found him weak in chemistry. His helper 


came out of the mysterious East, and his name was Azuma-zi. 
But Holroyd called him Pooh-bah. Holroyd liked a nigger help 
because he would stand kicking — a habit with Holroyd — and 
did not pry into the machinery and try to learn the ways of 
it. Certain odd possibilities of the negro mind Brought into 
abrupt contact with the crown of our civilization Holroyd 
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never fully realized, though just at the end he got some inkling 
of them. 

To define Azuma-zi was beyond ethnology. He was, perhaps, 
more negroid than anything else, though his hair was curly 
rather than frizzy, and his nose had a bridge. Moreover, his skin 
was brown rather than black, and the whites of his eyes were 
yellow. His broad cheekbones and narrow chin gave his face 
something of the viperine V. His head, too, was broad behind, 
and low and narrow at the forehead, as if his brain had been 
twisted round in the reverse way to a European’s. He was short 
of stature and still shorter of English. In conversation he made 
numerous odd noises of no known marketable value, and his 
infrequent words were carved and wrought into heraldic 
grotesqueness. Holroyd tried to elucidate his religious beliefs, 
and — especially after whisky — lectured to him against super- 
stition and missionaries. Azuma-zi, however, shirked the 
discussion of his gods, even though he was kicked for it. 

Azuma-zi had come, clad in white but insufficient raiment, 
out of the stoke-hole of the Lord Clive, from the Straits Settlements 
and beyond, into London. He had heard even in his youth of 
the greatness and riches of London, where all the women are 
white and fair, and even the beggars in the streets are white, 
and he had arrived, with newly-earned gold coins in his pocket, 
to worship at the shrine of civilization. The day of his landing 
was a dismal one; the sky was dun, and a wind-worried drizzle 
filtered down to the greasy streets, but he plunged boldly into 
the delights of Shadwell, and was presently cast up, shattered 
in health, civilised in costume, penniless, and, except in matters 
of the direst necessity, practically a dumb animal, to toil for 
James Holroyd, and to be bullied by him in the dynamo shed 
at Camberwell. And to James Holroyd bullying was a labour 
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of love. There were three dynamos with their engines at 
Camberwell. The two that have been there since the beginning 
are small machines; the larger one was new. The smaller 
machines made a reasonable noise; their straps hummed over 
the drums, every now and then the brushes buzzed and fizzled, 
and the air churned steadily, whoo! whoo! whoo! between their 
poles. One was loose in its foundations and kept the shed 
vibrating. But the big dynamo drowned these little noises alto- 
gether with the sustained drone of its iron core, which somehow 
set part of the ironwork humming. The place made the visitor’s 
head reel with the throb, throb, throb of the engines, the rotation 
of the big wheels, the spinning ball-valves, the occasional spit- 
tings of the steam, and over all the deep, unceasing, surging 
note of the big dynamo. This last noise was from an engineering 
point of view a defect, but Azuma-zi accounted it unto the 
monster for mightiness and pride. If it were possible we would 
have the noises of that shed always about the reader as he reads, 
we would tell all our story to such an accompaniment. It was 
a steady stream of din, from which the ear picked out first one 
thread and then another; there was the intermittent snorting, 
panting, and seething of the steam engines, the suck and thud 
of their pistons, the dull beat on the air as the spokes of the 
great driving wheels came round, a note the leather straps made 
as they ran tighter and looser, and a fretful tumult from the 
dynamos; and, over all, sometimes inaudible, as the ear tired 
of it, and then creeping back upon the senses again, was this 
trombone note of the big machine. The floor never felt steady 
and quiet beneath one’s feet, but quivered and jarred. It was a 
confusing, unsteady place, and enough to Seng anyone's 
thoughts jerking into odd zigzags. And for three months, while 
the big strike of the engineers was in progress, Holroyd, who 
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was a blackleg, and Azuma-zi, 
never out of the stir and eddy 


who was a mere black, were 
of it, but slept and fed in the 


little wooden shanty between the shed and the gates. 


Holroyd delivered a theologi 


machine soon after Azuma-zi cam 


cal lecture on the text of his big 
e. He had to shout to be heard 


in the din. ‘Look at that,’ said Holroyd; ‘where’s your ‘eathen 


idol to match ‘im?’ And Azu 
Holroyd was inaudible, and 
hundred men. Twelve per cent, 
Holroyd, ‘and that’s something 


ma-zi looked. For a moment 
then Azuma-zi heard: ‘Kill a 
, on the ordinary shares,’ said 
like a Gord.’ 


Holroyd was proud of his big dynamo, and expatiated upon 


its size and power to Azuma-zi 


until heaven knows what odd 


currents of thought that and the incessant whirling and shindy 
set up within the curly black cranium. He would explain in the 


most graphic manner the doze: 
might be killed by it, and once 


n or so ways in which a man 
he gave Azuma-zi a shock as a 


sample of its quality. After that, in the breathing-times of his 
labour — it was heavy labour, being not only his own, but most 


of Holroyd’s — Azuma-zi would 
Now and then the brushes wou 


at which Holroyd would swear, 


and rhythmic as breathing. Th 


sit and watch the big machine. 
d sparkle and spit blue flashes, 
but all the rest was as smooth 
e band ran shouting over the 


shaft, and ever behind one as one watched was the complacent 


thud of the piston. So it lived al 
him and Holroyd to wait upon 
to drive a ship as the other en; 
devils of the British Solomon 


day in this big airy shed, with 
it; not prisoned up and slaving 
gines he knew — mere captive 
— had been, but a machine 


enthroned. Those two smaller dynamos Azuma-zi by force of 
contrast despised; the large one he privately christened the Lord 
of the Dynamos. They were fretful and irregular, but the big 


dynamo was steady. How grea! 


t it was! How serene and easy 
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in its working! Greater and calmer even than the Buddahs he 
had seen at Rangoon, and yet not motionless, but living! The 
great black coils spun, spun, spun, the rings ran round under 
the brushes, and the deep note of its coil steadied the whole. 
It affected Azuma-zi queerly. 

Azuma-zi was not fond of labour. He would sit about and 
watch the Lord of the Dynamos while Holroyd went away to 
persuade the yard porter to get whisky, although his proper 
place was not in the dynamo shed but behind the engines, and, 
moreover, if Holroyd caught him skulking he got hit for it with 
a rod of stout copper wire. He would go and stand close to the 
colossus, and look up at the great leather band running over- 
head. There was a black patch on the band that came round, 
and it pleased him somehow among all the clatter to watch this 
return again and again. Odd thoughts spun with the whirl of 
it. Scientific people tell us that savages give souls to rocks and 
trees, — and a machine is a thousand times more alive than a 
rock or a tree. And Azuma-zi was practically a savage still; the 
veneer of civilization lay no deeper than his slop suit, his bruises, 
and the coal grime on his face and hands. His father before him 
had worshipped a meteoric stone, kindred blood, it may be, 
had splashed the broad wheels of Juggernaut. 

He took every opportunity Holroyd gave him of touching 
and handling the great dynamo that was fascinating him. He 
polished and cleaned it until the metal parts were blinding in 
the sun. He felt a mysterious sense of service in doing this. He 
would go up to it and touch its spinning coils gently. The gods 
he had worshipped were all far away. The people in London 
hid their gods. 

At last his dim feelings grew more distinct, and’took shape 
in thoughts, and at last in acts. When he came into the roaring 


C M 


H. G. WELLS 


shed one morning he salaamed to the Lord of the Dynamos, 
and then, when Holroyd was away, he went and whispered to 
the thundering machine that he was its servant, and prayed it 
to have pity on him and save him from Holroyd. As he did so 
a rare gleam of light came in through the open archway of the 
throbbing machine-shed, and the Lord of the Dynamos, as he 
whirled and roared, was radiant with pale gold. Then Azuma-zi 
knew that his service was acceptable to his Lord. After that he 
did not feel so lonely as he had done, and he had indeed been 
very much alone in London. And even when his work-time was 
over, which was rare, he loitered about the shed. 

Then, the next time Holroyd maltreated him, Azuma-zi went 
presently to the Lord of the Dynamos and whispered, ‘Thou 
seest, O my Lord!’ and the angry whirr of the machinery seemed 
to answer him. Thereafter it appeared to him that whenever 
Holroyd came into the shed a different note came into the sounds 
of the dynamo. ‘My Lord bides his time,’ said Azuma-zi to 
himself. ‘The iniquity of the fool is not yet ripe.’ And he waited 
and watched for the day of reckoning. One day there was 
evidence of short circuiting, and Holroyd, making an unwary 
examination — it was in the afternoon — got a rather severe 
shock. Azuma-zi from behind the engine saw him jump off and 
curse at the peccant coil. 

‘He is warned,’ said Azuma-zi to himself. ‘Surely my Lord 
is very patient.’ 

Holroyd had at first initiated his ‘nigger’ into such elemen- 
tary conceptions of the dynamo’s working as would enable him 
to take temporary charge of the shed in his absence. But when 
he noticed the manner in which Azuma-zi hung about the 
monster he became suspicious. He dimly perceived his assistant 
was ‘up to something,’ and connecting him with the anointing 
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of the coils with oil that had rotted the varnish in one place, he 
issued an edict, shouted above the confusion of the machinery, 
‘Don’t ‘ee go nigh that big dynamo any more, Pooh-bah, or a'll 
take thy skin off!’ Besides, if it pleased Azuma-zi to be near the 
big machine, it was plain sense and decency to keep him away 
from it. 

Azuma-zi obeyed at the time, but later he was caught bowing 
before the Lord of the Dynamos. At which Holroyd twisted his 
arm and kicked him as he turned to go away. As Azuma-zi 
presently stood behind the engine and glared at the back of the 
hated Holroyd, the noises of the machinery took a new rhythm, 
and sounded like four words in his native tongue. 

It is hard to say exactly what madness is. I fancy Azuma-zi 
was mad. The incessant din and whirl of the dynamo shed may 
have churned up his little store of knowledge and big store of 
superstitious fancy, at last, into something akin to frenzy. At 
any rate, when the idea of making Holroyd a sacrifice to the 
Dynamo Fetich was thus suggested to him, it filled him with a 
strange tumult of exultant emotion. 

That night the two men and their black shadows were alone 
in the shed together. The shed was lit with one big arc light 
that winked and flickered purple. The shadows lay black behind 
the dynamos, the ball governors of the engines whirled from 
light to darkness, and their pistons beat loud and steady. The 
world outside seen through the open end of the shed seemed 
incredibly dim and remote. It seemed absolutely silent, too, 
since the riot of the machinery drowned every external sound. 
Far away was the black fence of the yard with grey shadowy 
houses behind, and above was the deep blue sky and the pale 
little stars. Azuma-zi suddenly walked across the centre of the 
shed above which the leather bands were running, and went 
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into the shadow by the big dynamo. Holroyd heard a click, and 
the spin of the armature changed. 

‘What are you dewin’ with that switch?’ he bawled in 
surprise. ‘Han’t I told you—’ 

Then he saw the set expression of Azuma-zi’s eyes as the 
Asiatic came out of the shadow towards him. 

In another moment the two men were grappling fiercely in 
front of the great dynamo. 

‘You coffee-headed fool!’ gasped Holroyd, with a brown hand 
at his throat. ‘Keep off those contact rings.’ In another moment 
he was tripped and reeling back upon the Lord of the Dynamos. 
He instinctively loosened his grip upon his antagonist to save 
himself from the machine. 

The messenger, sent in furious haste from the station to find 
out what had happened in the dynamo shed, met Azuma-zi at 
the porter’s lodge by the gate. Azuma-zi tried to explain some- 
thing, but the messenger could make nothing of the black’s 
incoherent English, and hurried on to the shed. The machines 
were all noisily at work, and nothing seemed to be disarranged. 
There was, however, a queer smell of singed hair. Then he saw 
an odd-looking crumpled mass clinging to the front of the big 
dynamo, and, approaching, recognized the distorted remains 
of Holroyd. 

The man stared and hesitated a moment. Then he saw the 
face, and shut his eyes convulsively. He turned on his heel 
before he opened them, so that he should not see Holroyd again, 
and went out of the shed to get advice and help. 


When Azuma-zi saw Holroyd die in the grip of the Great 
Dynamo he had been a little scared about the consequences of 
his act. Yet he felt strangely elated, and knew that the favour 
of the Lord Dynamo was upon him. His plan was already settled 
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when he met the man coming from the station, and the scientific 
manager who speedily arrived on the scene jumped at the 
obvious conclusion of suicide. This expert scarcely noticed 
Azuma-zi, except to ask a few questions. Did he see Holroyd 
kill himself? Azuma-zi explained he had been out of sight at 
the engine furnace until he heard a difference in the noise from 
the dynamo. It was not a difficult examination, being untinc- 
tured by suspicion. 

The distorted remains of Holroyd, which the electrician 
removed from the machine, were hastily covered by the porter 
with a coffee-stained table-cloth. Somebody, by a happy inspi- 
ration, fetched a medical man. The expert was chiefly anxious 
to get the machine at work again, for seven or eight trains had 
stopped midway in the stuffy tunnels of the electric railway. 
Azuma-zi, answering or misunderstanding the questions of the 
people who had by authority or impudence come into the shed, 
was presently sent back to the stoke-hole by the scientific 
manager. Of course a crowd collected outside the gates of the 
yard — a crowd, for no known reason, always hovers for a day 
or two near the scene of a sudden death in London — two or 
three reporters percolated somehow into the engine-shed, and 
one even got to Azuma-zi; but the scientific expert cleared them 
out again, being himself an amateur journalist. 

Presently the body was carried away, and public interest 
departed with it. Azuma-zi remained very quietly at his furnace, 
seeing over and over again in the coals a figure that wriggled 
violently and became still. An hour after the murder, to any 
one coming into the shed it would have looked exactly as if 
nothing remarkable had ever happened there. Peeping presently 
from his engine-room the black saw the Lord Dynamo spin and 
whirl beside his little brothers, and the driving wheels were 
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beating round, and the steam in the pistons went thud, thud, 
exactly as it had been earlier in the evening. After all, from the 
mechanical point of view, it had been a most insignificant inci- 
dent — the mere temporary deflection of a current. But now the 
slender form and slender shadow of the scientific manager 
replaced the sturdy outline of Holroyd travelling up and down 
the lane of light upon the vibrating floor under the straps 
between the engines and the dynamos. 

‘Have I not served my Lord?’ said Azuma-zi inaudibly, from 
his shadow, and the note of the great dynamo rang out full and 
clear. As he looked at the big whirling mechanism the strange 
fascination of it that had been a little in abeyance since Holroyd’s 
death resumed its sway. 

Never had Azuma-zi seen a man killed so swiftly and piti- 
lessly. The big humming machine had slain its victim without 
wavering for a second from its steady beating. It was indeed a 
mighty god. 

The unconscious scientific manager stood with his back to 
him, scribbling on a piece of paper. His shadow lay at the foot 
of the monster. 

Was the Lord Dynamo still hungry? His servant was ready. 

Azuma-zi made a stealthy step forward; then stopped. The 
scientific manager suddenly ceased his writing, walked down 
the shed to the endmost of the dynamos, and began to examine 
the brushes. 

Azuma-zi hesitated, and then slipped across noiselessly into 
the shadow by the switch. There he waited. Presently the manag- 
er’s footsteps could be heard returning. He stopped in his old 
position, unconscious of the stoker crouching ten feet away 
from him. Then the big dynamo suddenly fizzled, and in another 
moment Azuma-zi had sprung out of the darkness upon 
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him. First, the scientific manager was gripped round the body 
and swung towards the big dynamo, then, kicking with his 
knee and forcing his antagonist’s head down with his hands, 
he loosened the grip on his waist and swung round away from 
the machine. Then the black grasped him again, putting a curly 
head against his chest, and they swayed and panted as it seemed 
for an age or so. Then the scientific manager was impelled to 
catch a black ear in his teeth and bite furiously. The black yelled 
hideously. 

They rolled over on the floor, and the black, who had appar- 
ently slipped from the vice of the teeth or parted with some 
ear — the scientific manager wondered which at the time — tried 
to throttle him. The scientific manager was making some inef- 
fectual efforts to claw something with his hands and to kick, 
when the welcome sound of quick footsteps sounded on the 
floor. The next moment Azuma-zi had left him and darted 
towards the big dynamo. There was a splutter amid the roar. 

The officer of the company who had entered stood staring 
as Azuma-zi caught the naked terminals in his hands, gave one 
horrible convulsion, and then hung motionless from the 
machine, his face violently distorted. 

‘Tm jolly glad you came in when you did,’ said the scientific 
manager, still sitting on the floor. 

He looked at the still quivering figure. ‘It is not a nice death 
to die, apparently — but it is quick.’ 

The official was still staring at the body. He was a man of 
slow apprehension. 

There was a pause. 

The scientific manager got up on his feet rather awkwardly. 
He ran his fingers along his collar thoughtfully, and moved his 
head to and fro several times. 
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‘Poor Holroyd! I see now.’ Then almost mechanically he went 
towards the switch in the shadow and turned the current into 
the railway circuit again. As he did so the singed body loosened 
its grip upon the machine and fell forward on its face. The core 
of the dynamo roared out loud and clear, and the armature beat 


the air. 

So ended prematurely the worship of the Dynamo Deity, 
perhaps the most short-lived of all religions. Yet withal it could 
at least boast a Martyrdom and a Human Sacrifice. 


A 


THE COUNTRY 
OF THE BLIND 


of Jo, 


Three hundred miles and more from Chimborazo, one hundred 
from the snows of Cotopaxi, in the wildest wastes of Ecuador’s 
Andes, there lies that mysterious mountain valley, cut off from 
all the world of men, the Country of the Blind. 

Long years ago that valley lay so far open to the world that 
men might come at last through frightful gorges and over an 
icy pass into its equable meadows, and thither indeed men 
came, a family or so of Peruvian half-breeds fleeing from the 
lust and tyranny of an evil Spanish ruler. Then came the stupen- 
dous outbreak of Mindobamba, when it was night in Quito for 
seventeen days, and the water was boiling at Yaguachi and all 
the fish floating dying even as far as Guayaquil; everywhere 
along the Pacific slopes there were land-slips and swift thawings 
and sudden floods, and one whole side of the old Arauca crest 
slipped and came down in thunder, and cut off the Country of 
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the Blind for ever from the exploring feet of men. But one of 
these early settlers had chanced to be on the hither side of the 
gorges when the world had so terribly shaken itself, and he 
perforce had to forget his wife and his child and all the friends 
and possessions he had left up there, and start life over again 
in the lower world. He started it again but ill, blindness overtook 
him, and he died of punishment in the mines; but the story he 
told begot a legend that lingers along the length of the 
Cordilleras of the Andes to this day. 

He told of his reason for venturing back from that fastness, 
into which he had first been carried lashed to a llama, beside 
a vast bale of gear, when he was a child. The valley, he said, 
had in it all that the heart of man could desire — sweet water, 
pasture, an even climate, slopes of rich brown soil with tangles 
of a shrub that bore an excellent fruit, and on one side great 
hanging forests of pine that held the avalanches high. Far over- 
head, on three sides, vast cliffs of grey-green rock were capped 
by cliffs of ice; but the glacier stream came not to them, but 
flowed away by the farther slopes, and only now and then huge 
ice masses fell on the valley side. In this valley it neither rained 
nor snowed, but the abundant springs gave a rich green pasture, 
that irrigation would spread over all the valley space. The 
settlers did well indeed there. Their beasts did well and multi- 
plied, and but one thing marred their happiness. Yet it was 
enough to mar it greatly. A strange disease had come upon them 
and had made all the children born to them there — and, indeed, 
several older children also — blind. It was to seek some charm 
or antidote against this plague of blindness that he had with 
fatigue and danger and difficulty returned down the gorge. In 
those days, in such cases, men did not think of germs and 
infections, but of sins, and it seemed to him that the reason of 
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this affliction must be in the negligence of these priestless immi- 
grants to set up a shrine so soon as they entered the valley. He 
wanted a shrine — a handsome, cheap, effectual shrine—to be 
erected in the valley; he wanted relics and such-like potent 
things of faith, blessed objects and mysterious medals and 
prayers. In his wallet he had a bar of native silver for which he 
would not account; he insisted there was none in the valley 
with something of the insistence of an inexpert liar. They had 
all clubbed their money and ornaments together, having little 
need for such treasure up there, he said, to buy them holy help 
against their ill. I figure this dim-eyed young mountaineer, 
sunburnt, gaunt, and anxious, hat brim clutched feverishly, a 
man all unused to the ways of the lower world, telling this 
story to some keen-eyed, attentive priest before the great convul- 
sion; I can picture him presently seeking to return with pious 
and infallible remedies against that trouble, and the infinite 
dismay with which he must have faced the tumbled vastness 
where the gorge had once come out. But the rest of his story 
of mischances is lost to me, save that I know of his evil death 
after several years. Poor stray from that remoteness! The stream 
that had once made the gorge now bursts from the mouth of a 
rocky cave, and the legend his poor, ill-told story set going 
developed into the legend of a race of blind men somewhere 
‘over there’ one may still hear to-day. 

And amidst the little population of that now isolated and 
forgotten valley the disease ran its course. The old became 
groping, the young saw but dimly, and the children that were 
born to them never saw at all. But life was very easy in that 
snow-rimmed basin, lost to all the world, with neither thorns 
nor briers, with no evil insects nor any beasts save the gentle 
breed of llamas they had lugged and thrust and followed up 
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the beds of the shrunken rivers in the gorges up which they 
had come. The seeing had become purblind so gradually that 
they scarcely noticed their loss. They guided the sightless young- 
sters hither and thither until they knew the whole valley 
marvellously, and when at last sight died out among them the 
race lived on. They had even time to adapt themselves to the 
blind control of fire, which they made carefully in stoves of 
stone. They were a simple strain of people at the first, unlettered, 
only slightly touched with the Spanish civilization, but with 
something of a tradition of the arts of old Peru and of its lost 
philosophy. Generation followed generation. They forgot many 
things; they devised many things. Their tradition of the greater 
world they came from became mythical in colour and uncertain. 
In all things save sight they were strong and able, and presently 
chance sent one who had an original mind and who could talk 
and persuade among them, and then afterwards another. These 
two passed, leaving their effects, and the little community grew 
in numbers and in understanding, and met and settled social 
and economic problems that arose. Generation followed gener- 
ation. Generation followed generation. There came a time when 
a child was born who was fifteen generations from that ancestor 
who went out of the valley with a bar of silver to seek God’s 
aid, and who never returned. Thereabout it chanced that a man 
came into this community from the outer world. And this is 
the story of that man. 

He was a mountaineer from the country near Quito, a man 
who had been down to the sea and had seen the world, a reader 
of books in an original way, an acute and enterprising man, 
and he was taken on by a party of Englishmen who had come 
out to Ecuador to climb mountains, to replace one of their three 
Swiss guides who had fallen ill. He climbed here and he climbed 
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there, and then came the attempt on Parascotopetl, the 
Matterhorn of the Andes, in which he was lost to the outer 
world. The story of that accident has been written a dozen times. 
Pointer’s narrative is the best. He tells how the little party 
worked their difficult and almost vertical way up to the very 
foot of the last and greatest precipice, and how they built a 
night shelter amidst the snow upon a little shelf of rock, and, 
with a touch of real dramatic power, how presently they found 
Nunez had gone from them. They shouted, and there was no 
reply; shouted and whistled, and for the rest of that night they 
slept no more. 

As the morning broke they saw the traces of his fall. It seems 
impossible he could have uttered a sound. He had slipped 
eastward towards the unknown side of the mountain; far below 
he had struck a steep slope of snow, and ploughed his way 
down it in the midst of a snow avalanche. His track went straight 
to the edge of a frightful precipice, and beyond that everything 
was hidden. Far, far below, and hazy with distance, they could 
see trees rising out of a narrow, shut-in valley — the lost Country 
of the Blind, But they did not know it was the lost Country of 
the Blind, nor distinguish it in any way from any other narrow 
streak of upland valley. Unnerved by this disaster, they aban- 
doned their attempt in the afternoon, and Pointer was called 
away to the war before he could make another attack. To this 
day Parascotopetl lifts an unconquered crest, and Pointer’s 
shelter crumbles unvisited amidst the snows. 

And the man who fell survived. 

At the end of the slope he fell a thousand feet, and came 
down in the midst of a cloud of snow upon a snow-slope even 
steeper than the one above. Down this he was whirled, stunned 
and insensible, but without a bone broken in his body; and then 
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at last came to gentler slopes, and at last rolled out and lay still, 
buried amidst a softening heap of the white masses that had 
accompanied and saved him. He came to himself with a dim 
fancy that he was ill in bed; then realized his position with a 
mountaineer’s intelligence and worked himself loose and, after 
a rest or so, out until he saw the stars. He rested flat upon his 
chest for a space, wondering where he was and what had 
happened to him. He explored his limbs, and discovered that 
several of his buttons were gone and his coat turned over his 
head. His knife had gone from his pocket and his hat was lost, 
though he had tied it under his chin. He recalled that he had 
been looking for loose stones to raise his piece of the shelter 
wall. His ice-axe had disappeared. 

He decided he must have fallen, and looked up to see, exag- 
gerated by the ghastly light of the rising moon, the tremendous 
flight he had taken. For a while he lay, gazing blankly at the 
vast, pale cliff towering above, rising moment by moment out 
of a subsiding tide of darkness. Its phantasmal, mysterious 
beauty held him for a space, and then he was seized with a 
paroxysm of sobbing laughter... 

After a great interval of time he became aware that he was 
near the lower edge of the snow. Below, down what was now a 
moon-lit and practicable slope, he saw the dark and broken 
appearance of rock-strewn turf. He struggled to his feet, aching 
in every joint and limb, got down painfully from the heaped 
loose snow about him, went downward until he was on the turf, 
and there dropped rather than lay beside a boulder, drank deep 
from the flask in his inner pocket, and instantly fell asleep.... 

He was awakened by the singing of birds in the trees far 
below. 


He sat up and perceived he was on a little alp at the foot of 
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a vast precipice that sloped only a little in the gully down which 
he and his snow had come. Over against him another wall of 
rock reared itself against the sky. The gorge between these 
precipices ran east and west and was full of the morning 
sunlight, which lit to the westward the mass of fallen mountain 
that closed the descending gorge. Below him it seemed there 
was a precipice equally steep, but behind the snow in the gully 
he found a sort of chimney-cleft dripping with snow-water, 
down which a desperate man might venture. He found it easier 
than it seemed, and came at last to another desolate alp, and 
then after a rock climb of no particular difficulty, to a steep 
slope of trees. He took his bearings and turned his face up the 
gorge, for he saw it opened out above upon green meadows, 
among which he now glimpsed quite distinctly a cluster of 
stone huts of unfamiliar fashion. At times his progress was like 
clambering along the face of a wall, and after a time the rising 
sun ceased to strike along the gorge, the voices of the singing 
birds died away, and the air grew cold and dark about him. 
But the distant valley with its houses was all the brighter for 
that. He came presently to talus, and among the rocks he noted 
— for he was an observant man - an unfamiliar fern that seemed 
to clutch out of the crevices with intense green hands. He picked 
a frond or so and gnawed its stalk, and found it helpful. 

About midday he came at last out of the throat of the gorge 
into the plain and the sunlight. He was stiff and weary; he sat 
down in the shadow of a rock, filled up his flask with water 
from a spring and drank it down, and remained for a time, 
resting before he went on to the houses. j 

They were very strange to his eyes, and indeed the whole 
aspect of that valley became, as he regarded it, queerer and 
more unfamiliar. The greater part of its surface was lush green 
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meadow, starred with many beautiful flowers, irrigated with 
extraordinary care, and bearing evidence of systematic cropping 
piece by piece. High up and ringing the valley about was a 
wall, and what appeared to be a circumferential water channel, 
from which the little trickles of water that fed the meadow 
plants came, and on the higher slopes above this flocks of llamas 
cropped the scanty herbage. Sheds, apparently shelters or feed- 
ing-places for the llamas, stood against the boundary wall here 
and there. The irrigation streams ran together into a main 
channel down the centre of the valley, and this was enclosed 
on either side by a wall breast high. This gave a singularly 
urban quality to this secluded place, a quality that was greatly 
enhanced by the fact that a number of paths paved with black 
and white stones, and each with a curious little kerb at the side, 
ran hither and thither in an orderly manner. The houses of the 
central village were quite unlike the casual and higgledy-pig- 
gledy agglomeration of the mountain villages he knew; they 
stood in a continuous row on either side of a central street of 
astonishing cleanness, here and there their parti-coloured facade 
was pierced by a door, and not a solitary window broke their 
even frontage. They were parti-coloured with extraordinary 
irregularity, smeared with a sort of plaster that was sometimes 
grey, sometimes drab, sometimes slate-coloured or dark brown; 
and it was the sight of this wild plastering first brought the 
word ‘blind’ into the thoughts of the explorer. ‘The good man 
who did that,’ he thought, ‘must have been as blind as a bat.’ 

He descended a steep place, and so came to the wall and 
channel that ran about the valley, near where the latter spouted 


out its surplus contents into the deeps of the gorge in a thin 
and wavering thread of cascade. He could now see a number 
of men and women resting on piled heaps of grass, as if taking 
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a siesta, in the remoter part of the meadow, and nearer the 
village a number of recumbent children, and then nearer at 
hand three men carrying pails on yokes along a little path that 
ran from the encircling wall towards the houses. These latter 
were clad in garments of llama cloth and boots and belts of 
leather, and they wore caps of cloth with back and ear flaps. 
They followed one another in single file, walking slowly and 
yawning as they walked, like men who have been up all night. 
There was something so reassuringly prosperous and respect- 
able in their bearing that after a moment's hesitation Nunez 
stood forward as conspicuously as possible upon his rock, and 
gave vent to a mighty shout that echoed round the valley. 

The three men stopped, and moved their heads as though 
they were looking about them. They turned their faces this way 
and that, and Nunez gesticulated with freedom. But they did not 
appear to see him for all his gestures, and after a time, directing 
themselves towards the mountains far away to the right, they 
shouted as if in answer. Nunez bawled again, and then once 
more, and as he gestured ineffectually the word ‘blind’ came up 
to the top of his thoughts. ‘The fools must be blind,’ he said. 

When at last, after much shouting and wrath, Nunez crossed 
the stream by a little bridge, came through a gate in the wall, 
and approached them, he was sure that they were blind. 

He was sure that this was the Country of the Blind of which 
the legends told, Conviction had sprung upon him, and a sense 
of great and rather enviable adventure. The three stood side by 
side, not looking at him, but with their ears directed towards 
him, judging him by his unfamiliar steps. They ¡stood close 
together like men a little afraid, and he could see their eyelids 
closed and sunken, as though the very balls beneath had shrunk 
away. There was an expression near awe on their faces. 
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‘Aman,’ one said, in hardly recognizable Spanish. ‘A man it 
is — a man or a spirit - coming down from the rocks.’ 

But Nunez advanced with the confident steps of a youth 
who enters upon life. All the old stories of the lost valley and 
the Country of the Blind had come back to his mind, and 
through his thoughts ran this old proverb, as if it were a 
refrain: — 

‘In the Country of the Blind the One-Eyed Man is King.’ 

‘In the Country of the Blind the One-Eyed Man is King.’ 

And very civilly he gave them greeting. He talked to them 
and used his eyes. 

‘Where does he come from, brother Pedro?’ asked one. 

‘Down out of the rocks.’ 

‘Over the mountains I come,’ said Nunez, ‘out of the country 
beyond there — where men can see. From near Bogota — where 
there are a hundred thousands of people, and where the city 
passes out of sight.’ 

‘Sight?’ muttered Pedro. ‘Sight?’ 

‘He comes,’ said the second blind man, ‘out of the rocks.’ 

The cloth of their coats, Nunez saw was curious fashioned, 
each with a different sort of stitching. 

They startled him by a simultaneous movement towards him, 
each with a hand outstretched. He stepped back from the 
advance of these spread fingers. 

‘Come hither,’ said the third blind man, following his motion 
and clutching him neatly. 

And they held Nunez and felt him over, saying no word 
further until they had done so. 

‘Carefully,’ he cried, with a finger in his eye, and found they 
thought that organ, with its fluttering lids, a queer thing in him. 
They went over it again. 
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“A strange creature, Correa,’ said the one called Pedro. ‘Feel 
the coarseness of his hair. Like a llama’s hair.’ 

‘Rough he is as the rocks that begot him,’ said Correa, inves- 
tigating Nunez’s unshaven chin with a soft and slightly moist 
hand. ‘Perhaps he will grow finer.’ 

Nunez struggled a little under their examination, but they 
gripped him firm. 

‘Carefully,’ he said again. 

‘He speaks,’ said the third man. ‘Certainly he is a man.’ 

‘Ugh!’ said Pedro, at the roughness of his coat. 

‘And you have come into the world?’ asked Pedro. 

‘OUT of the world. Over mountains and glaciers; right over 
above there, half-way to the sun. Out of the great, big world 
that goes down, twelve days’ journey to the sea.’ 

They scarcely seemed to heed him. ‘Our fathers have told us 
men may be made by the forces of Nature,’ said Correa. ‘It is 
the warmth of things, and moisture, and rottenness — rottenness.’ 

‘Let us lead him to the elders,’ said Pedro. 

‘Shout first,’ said Correa, ‘lest the children be afraid. This is 
a marvellous occasion.’ 

So they shouted, and Pedro went first and took Nunez by 
the hand to lead him to the houses. 

He drew his hand away. ‘I can see,’ he said. 

‘See?’ said Correa. 

“Yes; see,’ said Nunez, turning towards him, and stumbled 
against Pedro’s pail. 

‘His senses are still imperfect,’ said the third blind man. ‘He 
stumbles, and talks unmeaning words. Lead him by the hand.’ 

‘As you will’ said Nunez, and was led along laughing. 

It seemed they knew nothing of sight. 

Well, all in good time he would teach them. 
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He heard people shouting, and saw a number of figures 
gathering together in the middle roadway of the village. 

He found it taxed his nerve and patience more than he had 
anticipated, that first encounter with the population of the 
Country of the Blind. The place seemed larger as he drew near 
to it, and the smeared plasterings queerer, and a crowd of chil- 
dren and men and women (the women and girls he was pleased 
to note had, some of them, quite sweet faces, for all that their 
eyes were shut and sunken) came about him, holding on to 
him, touching him with soft, sensitive hands, smelling at him, 
and listening at every word he spoke. Some of the maidens and 
children, however, kept aloof as if afraid, and indeed his voice 
seemed coarse and rude beside their softer notes. They mobbed 
him. His three guides kept close to him with an effect of propri- 
etorship, and said again and again, ‘A wild man out of the 
rocks.’ 

‘Bogota,’ he said. ‘Bogota. Over the mountain crests.’ 

‘A wild man - using wild words,’ said Pedro. ‘Did you hear 
that - “BOGOTA”? His mind has hardly formed yet. He has 
only the beginnings of speech.’ 

A little boy nipped his hand. ‘Bogota!’ he said mockingly. 

‘Aye! A city to your village. I come from the great world — 
where men have eyes and see.’ 

‘His name's Bogota,’ they said. 

‘He stumbled,’ said Correa — ‘stumbled twice as we came 
hither’ 


‘Bring him in to the elders.’ 

And they thrust him suddenly through a doorway into a 
room as black as pitch, save at the end there faintly glowed a 
fire. The crowd closed in behind him and shut out all but the 
faintest glimmer of day, and before he could arrest himself he 
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had fallen headlong over the feet of a seated man. His arm, 
outflung, struck the face of someone else as he went down; he 
felt the soft impact of features and heard a cry of anger, and 
for a moment he struggled against a number of hands that 
clutched him. It was a one-sided fight. An inkling of the situa- 
tion came to him and he lay quiet. 

‘I fell down,’ he said; I couldn't see in this pitchy darkness.’ 

There was a pause as if the unseen persons about him tried 
to understand his words. Then the voice of Correa said: ‘He is 
but newly formed. He stumbles as he walks and mingles words 
that mean nothing with his speech.’ 

Others also said things about him that he heard or understood 
imperfectly. 

‘May I sit up?’ he asked, in a pause. ‘I will not struggle 
against you again.’ 

They consulted and let him rise. 

The voice of an older man began to question him, and Nunez 
found himself trying to explain the great world out of which 
he had fallen, and the sky and mountains and such-like marvels, 
to these elders who sat in darkness in the Country of the Blind. 
And they would believe and understand nothing whatever that 
he told them, a thing quite outside his expectation. They would 
not even understand many of his words. For fourteen genera- 
tions these people had been blind and cut off from all the seeing 
world; the names for all the things of sight had faded and 
changed; the story of the outer world was faded and changed 
to a child’s story; and they had ceased to concern themselves 
with anything beyond the rocky slopes above their circling wall. 
Blind men of genius had arisen among them and questioned 
the shreds of belief and tradition they had brought with them 
from their seeing days, and had dismissed all these things as 
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idle fancies and replaced them with new and saner explana- 
tions. Much of their imagination had shrivelled with their 
eyes, and they had made for themselves new imaginations 
with their ever more sensitive ears and finger-tips. Slowly 
Nunez realized this: that his expectation of wonder and rever- 
ence at his origin and his gifts was not to be borne out; and 
after his poor attempt to explain sight to them had been set 
aside as the confused version of a new-made being describing 
the marvels of his incoherent sensations, he subsided, a little 
dashed, into listening to their instruction. And the eldest of 
the blind men explained to him life and philosophy and reli- 
gion, how that the world (meaning their valley) had been first 
an empty hollow in the rocks, and then had come first inani- 
mate things without the gift of touch, and llamas and a few 
other creatures that had little sense, and then men, and at last 
angels, whom one could hear singing and making fluttering 
sounds, but whom no one could touch at all, which puzzled 
Nunez greatly until he thought of the birds. 

He went on to tell Nunez how this time had been divided 
into the warm and the cold, which are the blind equivalents of 
day and night, and how it was good to sleep in the warm and 
work during the cold, so that now, but for his advent, the whole 
town of the blind would have been asleep. He said Nunez must 
have been specially created to learn and serve the wisdom they 
had acquired, and that for all his mental incoherency and stum- 
bling behaviour he must have courage and do his best to learn, 
and at that all the people in the door-way murmured encour- 
agingly. He said the night — for the blind call their day night 
— was now far gone, and it behoved everyone to go back to 
sleep. He asked Nunez if he knew how to sleep, and Nunez 
said he did, but that before sleep he wanted food. They brought 
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him food, llama’s milk in a bowl and rough salted bread, and 
led him into a lonely place to eat out of their hearing, and 
afterwards to slumber until the chill of the mountain evening 
roused them to begin their day again. But Nunez slumbered 
not at all. 

Instead, he sat up in the place where they had left him, resting 
his limbs and turning the unanticipated circumstances of his 
arrival over and over in his mind. 

Every now and then he laughed, sometimes with amusement 
and sometimes with indignation. 

‘Unformed mind!’ he said. ‘Got no senses yet! They little 
know they’ve been insulting their Heaven-sent King and 
master.... 

‘I see I must bring them to reason. 

‘Let me think. 

‘Let me think.’ 

He was still thinking when the sun set. 

Nunez had an eye for all beautiful things, and it seemed to 
him that the glow upon the snow-fields and glaciers that rose 
about the valley on every side was the most beautiful thing he 
had ever seen. His eyes went from that inaccessible glory to the 
village and irrigated fields, fast sinking into the twilight, and 
suddenly a wave of emotion took him, and he thanked God 
from the bottom of his heart that the power of sight had been 
given him. 

He heard a voice calling to him from out of the village. 

‘Yaho there, Bogota! Come hither!’ 

At that he stood up, smiling. He would show these people 
once and for all what sight would do for a man. ‘They would 
seek him, but not find him. 

‘You move not, Bogota,’ said the voice. 
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He laughed noiselessly and made two stealthy steps aside 
from the path. 

‘Trample not on the grass, Bogota; that is not allowed.’ 

Nunez had scarcely heard the sound he made himself. He 
stopped, amazed. 

The owner of the voice came running up the piebald path 
towards him. 

He stepped back into the pathway. ‘Here I am,’ he said. 

‘Why did you not come when I called you?’ said the blind 
man. ‘Must you be led like a child? Cannot you hear the path 
as you walk?’ 

Nunez laughed. ‘I can see it,’ he said. 

‘There is no such word as SEE,’ said the blind man, after a 
pause. ‘Cease this folly and follow the sound of my feet.’ 

Nunez followed, a little annoyed. 

‘My time will come,’ he said. 

‘You'll learn,’ the blind man answered. ‘There is much to 
learn in the world.’ 

‘Has no one told you, “In the Country of the Blind the 
One-Eyed Man is King?” 

‘What is blind?’ asked the blind man, carelessly, over his 
shoulder. 

Four days passed and the fifth found the King of the Blind still 
incognito, as a clumsy and useless stranger among his subjects. 

It was, he found, much more difficult to proclaim himself 
than he had supposed, and in the meantime, while he meditated 
his coup d’état, he did what he was told and learnt the manners 
and customs of the Country of the Blind. He found working 
and going about at night a particularly irksome thing, and he 
decided that that should be the first thing he would change. 

They led a simple, laborious life, these people, with all the 
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elements of virtue and happiness as these things can be under- 
stood by men. They toiled, but not oppressively; they had food 
and clothing sufficient for their needs; they had days and 
seasons of rest; they made much of music and singing, and 
there was love among them and little children. It was marvel- 
lous with what confidence and precision they went about their 
ordered world. Everything, you see, had been made to fit their 
needs; each of the radiating paths of the valley area had a 
constant angle to the others, and was distinguished by a special 
notch upon its kerbing; all obstacles and irregularities of path 
or meadow had long since been cleared away; all their methods 
and procedure arose naturally from their special needs. Their 
senses had become marvellously acute; they could hear and 
judge the slightest gesture of a man a dozen paces away — could 
hear the very beating of his heart. Intonation had long replaced 
expression with them, and touches gesture, and their work with 
hoe and spade and fork was as free and confident as garden 
work can be. Their sense of smell was extraordinarily fine; they 
could distinguish individual differences as readily as a dog can, 
and they went about the tending of llamas, who lived among 
the rocks above and came to the wall for food and shelter, with 
ease and confidence. It was only when at last Nunez sought to 
assert himself that he found how easy and confident their move- 
ments could be. 

He rebelled only after he had tried persuasion. 

He tried at first on several occasions to tell them of sight. 
‘Look you here, you people,’ he said. ‘There are things you do 
not understand in me.’ 

Once or twice one or two of them attended to Him; they sat 
with faces downcast and ears turned intelligently towards him, 
and he did his best to tell them what it was to see. Among his 
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hearers was a girl, with eyelids less red and sunken than the 
others, so that one could almost fancy she was hiding eyes, 
whom especially he hoped to persuade. He spoke of the beau- 
ties of sight, of watching the mountains, of the sky and the 
sunrise, and they heard him with amused incredulity that pres- 
ently became condemnatory. They told him there were indeed 
no mountains at all, but that the end of the rocks where the 
llamas grazed was indeed the end of the world; thence sprang 
a cavernous roof of the universe, from which the dew and the 
avalanches fell; and when he maintained stoutly the world had 
neither end nor roof such as they supposed, they said his 
thoughts were wicked. So far as he could describe sky and 
clouds and stars to them it seemed to them a hideous void, a 
terrible blankness in the place of the smooth roof to things in 
which they believed — it was an article of faith with them that 
the cavern roof was exquisitely smooth to the touch. He saw 
that in some manner he shocked them, and gave up that aspect 
of the matter altogether, and tried to show them the practical 
value of sight. One morning he saw Pedro in the path called 
Seventeen and coming towards the central houses, but still too 
far off for hearing or scent, and he told them as much. ‘In a 
little while,’ he prophesied, ‘Pedro will be here.’ An old man 
remarked that Pedro had no business on path Seventeen, and 
then, as if in confirmation, that individual as he drew near 
turned and went transversely into path Ten, and so back with 
nimble paces towards the outer wall. They mocked Nunez when 
Pedro did not arrive, and afterwards, when he asked Pedro 
questions to clear his character, Pedro denied and outfaced him, 
and was afterwards hostile to him. 

Then he induced them to let him go a long way up the sloping 
meadows towards the wall with one complaisant individual, 
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and to him he promised to describe all that happened among 
the houses. He noted certain goings and comings, but the things 
that really seemed to signify to these people happened inside 
of or behind the windowless houses — the only things they took 
note of to test him by — and of those he could see or tell nothing; 
and it was after the failure of this attempt, and the ridicule they 
could not repress, that he resorted to force. He thought of seizing 
a spade and suddenly smiting one or two of them to earth, and 
so in fair combat showing the advantage of eyes. He went so 
far with that resolution as to seize his spade, and then he 
discovered a new thing about himself, and that was that it was 
impossible for him to hit a blind man in cold blood. 

He hesitated, and found them all aware that he had snatched 
up the spade. They stood all alert, with their heads on one side, 
and bent ears towards him for what he would do next. 

‘Put that spade down,’ said one, and he felt a sort of helpless 
horror. He came near obedience. 

Then he had thrust one backwards against a house wall, and 
fled past him and out of the village. 

He went athwart one of their meadows, leaving a track of 
trampled grass behind his feet, and presently sat down by the 
side of one of their ways. He felt something of the buoyancy 
that comes to all men in the beginning of a fight, but more 
perplexity. He began to realize that you cannot even fight 
happily with creatures who stand upon a different mental basis 
to yourself. Far away he saw a number of men carrying spades 
and sticks come out of the street of houses and advance in a 
spreading line along the several paths towards him. They 
advanced slowly, speaking frequently to one another, and ever 
and again the whole cordon would halt and sniff the air and 
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The first time they did this Nunez laughed. But afterwards 
he did not laugh. 

One struck his trail in the meadow grass and came stooping 
and feeling his way along it. 

For five minutes he watched the slow extension of the cordon, 
and then his vague disposition to do something forthwith 
became frantic. He stood up, went a pace or so towards the 
circumferential wall, turned, and went back a little way. There 
they all stood in a crescent, still and listening. 

He also stood still, gripping his spade very tightly in both 
hands. Should he charge them? 

The pulse in his ears ran into the rhythm of ‘In the Country 
of the Blind the One-Eyed Man is King.’ 

Should he charge them? 

He looked back at the high and unclimbable wall behind — 
unclimbable because of its smooth plastering, but withal pierced 
with many little doors and at the approaching line of seekers. 
Behind these others were now coming out of the street of houses. 

Should he charge them? 

‘Bogota!’ called one. ‘Bogota! where are you?’ 

He gripped his spade still tighter and advanced down the 
meadows towards the place of habitations, and directly he 
moved they converged upon him. ‘I'll hit them if they touch 
me,’ he swore; ‘by Heaven, I will. I'll hit.’ He called aloud, ‘Look 
here, I’m going to do what I like in this valley! Do you hear? 
I’m going to do what I like and go where I like.’ 

They were moving in upon him quickly, groping, yet moving 
rapidly. It was like playing blind man’s buff with everyone 
blindfolded except one. ‘Get hold of him!’ cried one. He found 
himself in the arc of a loose curve of pursuers. He felt suddenly 
he must be active and resolute. 
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‘You don’t understand,’ he cried, in a voice that was meant 
to be great and resolute, and which broke. ‘You are blind and 
I can see. Leave me alone!’ 

‘Bogota! Put down that spade and come off the grass!’ 

The last order, grotesque in its urban familiarity, produced 
a gust of anger. ‘I’ll hurt you,’ he said, sobbing with emotion. 
‘By Heaven, I'll hurt you! Leave me alone!’ 

He began to run — not knowing clearly where to run. He ran 
from the nearest blind man, because it was a horror to hit him. 
He stopped, and then made a dash to escape from their closing 
ranks. He made for where a gap was wide, and the men on 
either side, with a quick perception of the approach of his paces, 
tushed in on one another. He sprang forward, and then saw he 
must be caught, and SWISH! the spade had struck. 

He felt the soft thud of hand and arm, and the man was 
down with a yell of pain, and he was through. 

Through! And then he was close to the street of houses again, 
and blind men, whirling spades and stakes, were running with 
a reasoned swiftness hither and thither. 

He heard steps behind him just in time, and found a tall 
man rushing forward and swiping at the sound of him. He 
lost his nerve, hurled his spade a yard wide of this antagonist, 
and whirled about and fled, fairly yelling as he dodged 
another. 

He was panic-stricken. He ran furiously to and fro, dodging 
when there was no need to dodge, and, in his anxiety to see 
on every side of him at once, stumbling. For a moment he was 
down and they heard his fall. Far away in the circumferential 
wall a little doorway looked like Heaven, and he set off in a 
wild rush for it. He did not even look round at his pursuers 
until it was gained, and he had stumbled across the bridge, 
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clambered a little way among the rocks, to the surprise and 
dismay of a young llama, who went leaping out of sight, and 
lay down sobbing for breath. 

And so his coup d'état came to an end. 

He stayed outside the wall of the valley of the blind for two 
nights and days without food or shelter, and meditated upon 
the Unexpected. During these meditations he repeated very 
frequently and always with a profounder note of derision the 
exploded proverb: ‘In the Country of the Blind the One-Eyed 
Man is King.’ He thought chiefly of ways of fighting and 
conquering these people, and it grew clear that for him no 
practicable way was possible. He had no weapons, and now it 
would be hard to get one. 

The canker of civilization had got to him even in Bogota, 
and he could not find it in himself to go down and assassinate 
a blind man. Of course, if he did that, he might then dictate 
terms on the threat of assassinating them all. But — sooner or 


He tried also to find food among the pine trees, to be comfort- 
able under pine boughs while the frost fell at night, and—with 
less confidence—to catch a llama by artifice in order to try to 
kill it—perhaps by hammering it with a stone—and so finally, 
perhaps, to eat some of it. But the llamas had a doubt of him 
and regarded him with distrustful brown eyes and spat when 
he drew near. Fear came on him the second day and fits of 
shivering. Finally he crawled down to the wall of the Country 
of the Blind and tried to make his terms. He crawled along by 
the stream, shouting, until two blind men came out to the gate 
and talked to him. 

‘I was mad,’ he said. ‘But I was only newly made.’ 

They said that was better. 
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He told them he was wiser now, and repented of all he had 
done. 

Then he wept without intention, for he was very weak and 
ill now, and they took that as a favourable sign. 

They asked him if he still thought he could SEE. 

‘No,’ he said. ‘That was folly. The word means nothing. Less 
than nothing!’ 

They asked him what was overhead. 

‘About ten times ten the height of a man there is a roof above 
the world — of rock - and very, very smooth. So smooth — so 
beautifully smooth... ‘He burst again into hysterical tears. 
‘Before you ask me any more, give me some food or I shall die!’ 

He expected dire punishments, but these blind people were 
capable of toleration. They regarded his rebellion as but one 
more proof of his general idiocy and inferiority, and after they 
had whipped him they appointed him to do the simplest and 
heaviest work they had for anyone to do, and he, seeing no 
other way of living, did submissively what he was told. 

He was ill for some days and they nursed him kindly. That 
refined his submission. But they insisted on his lying in the 
dark, and that was a great misery. And blind philosophers came 
and talked to him of the wicked levity of his mind, and reproved 
him so impressively for his doubts about the lid of rock that 
covered their cosmic casserole that he almost doubted whether 
indeed he was not the victim of hallucination in not seeing it 
overhead. 

So Nunez became a citizen of the Country of the Blind, and 
these people ceased to be a generalized people and became 
individualities to him, and familiar to him, while the world 
beyond the mountains became more and more remote and 
unreal. 
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There was Yacob, his master, a kindly man when not annoyed; 
there was Pedro, Yacob’s nephew; and there was Medina-sarote, 
who was the youngest daughter of Yacob. She was little 
esteemed in the world of the blind, because she had a clear-cut 
face and lacked that satisfying, glossy smoothness that is the 
blind man’s ideal of feminine beauty, but Nunez thought her 
beautiful at first, and presently the most beautiful thing in the 
whole creation. Her closed eyelids were not sunken and red 
after the common way of the valley, but lay as though they 
might open again at any moment; and she had long eyelashes, 
which were considered a grave disfigurement. And her voice 
was weak and did not satisfy the acute hearing of the valley 
swains. So that she had no lover. 

There came a time when Nunez thought that, could he win 
her, he would be resigned to live in the valley for all the rest 
of his days. 

He watched her; he sought opportunities of doing her little 
services and presently he found that she observed him. Once 
at a rest-day gathering they sat side by side in the dim starlight, 
and the music was sweet. His hand came upon hers and he 
dared to clasp it. Then very tenderly she returned his pressure. 
And one day, as they were at their meal in the darkness, he felt 
her hand very softly seeking him, and as it chanced the fire 
leapt then, and he saw the tenderness of her face. 

He sought to speak to her. 

He went to her one day when she was sitting in the summer 
moonlight spinning. The light made her a thing of silver and 
mystery. He sat down at her feet and told her he loved her, and 
told her how beautiful she seemed to him. He had a lover’s 
voice, he spoke with a tender reverence that came near to awe, 
and she had never before been touched by adoration. She made 
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him no definite answer, but it was clear his words pleased her. 

After that he talked to her whenever he could take an oppor- 
tunity. The valley became the world for him, and the world 
beyond the mountains where men lived by day seemed no more 
than a fairy tale he would some day pour into her ears. Very 
tentatively and timidly he spoke to her of sight. 

Sight seemed to her the most poetical of fancies, and she 
listened to his description of the stars and the mountains and 
her own sweet white-lit beauty as though it was a guilty indul- 
gence. She did not believe, she could only half understand, but 
she was mysteriously delighted, and it seemed to him that she 
completely understood. 

His love lost its awe and took courage. Presently he was for 
demanding her of Yacob and the elders in marriage, but she 
became fearful and delayed. And it was one of her elder sisters 
who first told Yacob that Medina-sarote and Nunez were in love. 

There was from the first very great opposition to the marriage 
of Nunez and Medina-sarote; not so much because they valued 
her as because they held him as a being apart, an idiot, incom- 
petent thing below the permissible level of a man. Her sisters 
opposed it bitterly as bringing discredit on them all; and old 
Yacob, though he had formed a sort of liking for his clumsy, 
obedient serf, shook his head and said the thing could not be. 
The young men were all angry at the idea of corrupting the 
race, and one went so far as to revile and strike Nunez. He 
struck back. Then for the first time he found an advantage in 
seeing, even by twilight, and after that fight was over no one 
was disposed to raise a hand against him. But they still found 
his marriage impossible. 

Old Yacob had a tenderness for his last little daughter, and 
was grieved to have her weep upon his shoulder. 
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“You see, my dear, he’s an idiot. He has delusions; he can’t 
do anything right.’ 

‘I know,’ wept Medina-sarote. ‘But he’s better than he was. 
He’s getting better. And he’s strong, dear father, and kind — 
stronger and kinder than any other man in the world. And he 
loves me — and, father, I love him.’ 

Old Yacob was greatly distressed to find her inconsolable, 
and, besides — what made it more distressing — he liked Nunez 
for many things. So he went and sat in the windowless coun- 
cil-chamber with the other elders and watched the trend of the 
talk, and said, at the proper time, ‘He's better than he was. Very 
likely, some day, we shall find him as sane as ourselves.’ 

Then afterwards one of the elders, who thought deeply, had 
an idea. He was a great doctor among these people, their 
medicine-man, and he had a very philosophical and inventive 
mind, and the idea of curing Nunez of his peculiarities appealed 
to him. One day when Yacob was present he returned to the 
topic of Nunez. ‘I have examined Nunez,’ he said, ‘and the case 
is clearer to me. I think very probably he might be cured.’ 

‘This is what I have always hoped,’ said old Yacob. 

‘His brain is affected,’ said the blind doctor. 

The elders murmured assent. 

‘Now, what affects it?’ 

‘Ah!’ said old Yacob. 


‘This,’ said the doctor, answering his own question. ‘Those 
queer things that are called the eyes, and which exist to make 
an agreeable depression in the face, are diseased, in the case of 
Nunez, in such a way as to affect his brain. They are greatly 
distended, he has eyelashes, and his eyelids move, and conse- 
quently his brain is in a state of constant irritation and 
distraction.’ 


THE COUNTRY OF THE BLIND 


“Yes?’ said old Yacob. ‘Yes?’ 

‘And I think I may say with reasonable certainty that, in order 
to cure him complete, all that we need to do is a simple and easy 
surgical operation — namely, to remove these irritant bodies.’ 

‘And then he will be sane?’ 

‘Then he will be perfectly sane, and a quite admirable citizen.’ 

‘Thank Heaven for science!’ said old Yacob, and went forth 
at once to tell Nunez of his happy hopes. 

But Nunez’s manner of receiving the good news struck him 
as being cold and disappointing. 

‘One might think,’ he said, ‘from the tone you take that you 
did not care for my daughter.’ 

It was Medina-sarote who persuaded Nunez to face the blind 
surgeons. 

‘You do not want me,’ he said, ‘to lose my gift of sight?’ 

She shook her head. 

‘My world is sight.’ 

Her head drooped lower. 

‘There are the beautiful things, the beautiful little things — the 
flowers, the lichens amidst the rocks, the light and softness on 
a piece of fur, the far sky with its drifting dawn of clouds, the 
sunsets and the stars. And there is you. For you alone it is good 
to have sight, to see your sweet, serene face, your kindly lips, 
your dear, beautiful hands folded together... It is these eyes of 
mine you won, these eyes that hold me to you, that these idiots 
seek. Instead, I must touch you, hear you, and never see you 
again. I must come under that roof of rock and stone and dark- 
ness, that horrible roof under which your imaginations stoop... 
no; you would not have me do that?’ 

A disagreeable doubt had arisen in him. He stopped and left 
the thing a question. 
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‘I wish,’ she said, ‘sometimes—’ She paused. 

‘Yes?’ he said, a little apprehensively. 

ʻI wish sometimes — you would not talk like that.’ 

‘Like what?’ 

‘I know it’s pretty — it’s your imagination. I love it, but now— 

He felt cold. ‘Now?’ he said, faintly. 

She sat quite still. 

‘You mean — you think — I should be better, better perhaps—’ 

He was realizing things very swiftly. He felt anger perhaps, 
anger at the dull course of fate, but also sympathy for her lack 
of understanding — a sympathy near akin to pity. 

‘Dear,’ he said, and he could see by her whiteness how tensely 
her spirit pressed against the things she could not say. He put his 
arms about her, he kissed her ear, and they sat for a time in silence. 

‘If I were to consent to this?’ he said at last, in a voice that 
was very gentle. 

She flung her arms about him, weeping wildly. ‘Oh, if you 
would,’ she sobbed, ‘if only you would!’ 

For a week before the operation that was to raise him from 
his servitude and inferiority to the level of a blind citizen Nunez 
knew nothing of sleep, and all through the warm, sunlit hours, 
while the others slumbered happily, he sat brooding or wandered 
aimlessly, trying to bring his mind to bear on his dilemma. He 
had given his answer, he had given his consent, and still he 
was not sure. And at last work-time was over, the sun rose in 
splendour over the golden crests, and his last day of vision 
began for him. He had a few minutes with Medina-sarote before 
she went apart to sleep. 


‘To-morrow,’ he said, ‘I shall see no more.’ 


‘Dear heart!’ she answered, and pressed his hands with all 
her strength. 
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‘They will hurt you but little,’ she said; ‘and you are going 
through this pain, you are going through it, dear lover, for 
me... Dear, if a woman’s heart and life can do it, I will repay 
you. My dearest one, my dearest with the tender voice, I will 
repay.’ 

He was drenched in pity for himself and her. 

He held her in his arms, and pressed his lips to hers and 
looked on her sweet face for the last time. ‘Good-bye!’ he whis- 
pered to that dear sight, ‘good-bye!’ 

And then in silence he turned away from her. 

She could hear his slow retreating footsteps, and something 
in the rhythm of them threw her into a passion of weeping. 

He walked away. 

He had fully meant to go to a lonely place where the 
meadows were beautiful with white narcissus, and there 
remain until the hour of his sacrifice should come, but as he 
walked he lifted up his eyes and saw the morning, the 
morning like an angel in golden armour, marching down the 
steeps.... 

It seemed to him that before this splendour he and this blind 
world in the valley, and his love and all, were no more than a 
pit of sin. 

He did not turn aside as he had meant to do, but went on 
and passed through the wall of the circumference and out upon 
the rocks, and his eyes were always upon the sunlit ice and 


snow. 
He saw their infinite beauty, and his imagination soared over 
them to the things beyond he was now to resign for ever! 
He thought of that great free world that he was parted from, 
the world that was his own, and he had a vision of those further 
slopes, distance beyond distance, with Bogota, a place of 
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multitudinous stirring beauty, a glory by day, a luminous 
mystery by night, a place of palaces and fountains and statues 
and white houses, lying beautifully in the middle distance. He 
thought how for a day or so one might come down through 
passes drawing ever nearer and nearer to its busy streets and 
ways. He thought of the river journey, day by day, from great 
Bogota to the still vaster world beyond, through towns and 
villages, forest and desert places, the rushing river day by day, 
until its banks receded, and the big steamers came splashing 
by and one had reached the sea — the limitless sea, with its 
thousand islands, its thousands of islands, and its ships seen 
dimly far away in their incessant journeyings round and about 
that greater world. And there, unpent by mountains, one saw 
the sky — the sky, not such a disc as one saw it here, but an 
arch of immeasurable blue, a deep of deeps in which the circling 
stars were floating... 

His eyes began to scrutinize the great curtain of the mountains 
with a keener inquiry. 

For example; if one went so, up that gully and to that 
chimney there, then one might come out high among those 
stunted pines that ran round in a sort of shelf and rose still 
higher and higher as it passed above the gorge. And then? 
That talus might be managed. Thence perhaps a climb might 
be found to take him up to the precipice that came below the 
snow; and if that chimney failed, then another farther to the 
east might serve his purpose better. And then? Then one would 
be out upon the amber-lit snow there, and half-way up to the 
crest of those beautiful desolations. And suppose one had good 
fortune! 


He glanced back at the village, then turned right round and 
regarded it with folded arms. 
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He thought of Medina-sarote, and she had become small and 
remote. 

He turned again towards the mountain wall down which the 
day had come to him. 

Then very circumspectly he began his climb. 

When sunset came he was no longer climbing, but he was 
far and high. His clothes were torn, his limbs were bloodstained, 
he was bruised in many places, but he lay as if he were at his 
ease, and there was a smile on his face. 

From where he rested the valley seemed as if it were in a pit 
and nearly a mile below. Already it was dim with haze and 
shadow. The mountain summits around him were things of 
light and fire, and the little things in the rocks near at hand 
were drenched with light and beauty, a vein of green mineral 
piercing the grey, a flash of small crystal here and there, a 
minute, minutely-beautiful orange lichen close beside his face. 
There were deep, mysterious shadows in the gorge, blue deep- 


ening into purple, and purple into a luminous darkness, and 
overhead was the illimitable vastness of the sky. But he heeded 
these things no longer, but lay quite still there, smiling as if he 
were content now merely to have escaped from the valley of 
the Blind, in which he had thought to be King. And the glow 
of the sunset passed, and the night came, and still he lay there, 
under the cold, clear stars. 


‘This again,’ said the Bacteriologist, slipping a glass slide under 
the microscope, ‘is a preparation of the celebrated Bacillus of 
cholera — the cholera germ.’ 

The pale-faced man peered down the microscope. He was 
evidently not accustomed to that kind of thing, and held a 
limp white hand over his disengaged eye. ‘I see very little,’ 
he said. 

‘Touch this screw,’ said the Bacteriologist; ‘perhaps the 
microscope is out of focus for you. Eyes vary so much. Just 
the fraction of a turn this way or that.’ 

‘Ah! now I see,’ said the visitor. ‘Not so very much to see 
after all. Little streaks and shreds of pink. And yet those little 
particles, those mere atomies, might multiply and devastate a 
city! Wonderful!’ 

He stood up, and releasing the glass slip from the microscope, 
held it in his hand towards the window. ‘Scarcely visible,’ he 
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said, scrutinising the preparation. He hesitated. ‘Are these — 
alive? Are they dangerous now?’ 

‘Those have been stained and killed,’ said the Bacteriologist. 
‘I wish, for my own part, we could kill and stain every one of 
them in the universe.’ 

‘I suppose,’ the pale man said with a slight smile, ‘that you 
scarcely care to have such things about you in the living — in 
the active state?’ 

‘On the contrary, we are obliged to,’ said the Bacteriologist. 
‘Here, for instance— He walked across the room and took up 
one of several sealed tubes. ‘Here is the living thing. This is a 
cultivation of the actual living disease bacteria.’ He hesitated. 
‘Bottled cholera, so to speak.’ 

A slight gleam of satisfaction appeared momentarily in the 
face of the pale man. 

‘It’s a deadly thing to have in your possession,’ he said, 
devouring the little tube with his eyes. The Bacteriologist 
watched the morbid pleasure in his visitor’s expression. This 
man, who had visited him that afternoon with a note of intro- 
duction from an old friend, interested him from the very contrast 
of their dispositions. The lank black hair and deep grey eyes, 
the haggard expression and nervous manner, the fitful yet keen 
interest of his visitor were a novel change from the phlegmatic 
deliberations of the ordinary scientific worker with whom the 
Bacteriologist chiefly associated. It was perhaps natural, with a 
hearer evidently so impressionable to the lethal nature of his 
topic, to take the most effective aspect of the matter. 

He held the tube in his hand thoughtfully. ‘Yes, here is the 
pestilence imprisoned. Only break such a little tube as this into 
a supply of drinking-water, say to these minute particles of life 
that one must needs stain and examine with the highest powers 
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of the microscope even to see, and that one can neither smell 
nor taste — say to them, “Go forth, increase and multiply, and 
replenish the cisterns,” and death - mysterious, untraceable 
death, death swift and terrible, death full of pain and indignity 
— would be released upon this city, and go hither and thither 
seeking his victims. Here he would take the husband from the 
wife, here the child from its mother, here the statesman from 
his duty, and here the toiler from his trouble. He would follow 
the water-mains, creeping along streets, picking out and 
punishing a house here and a house there where they did not 
boil their drinking-water, creeping into the wells of the mineral- 
water makers, getting washed into salad, and lying dormant in 
ices. He would wait ready to be drunk in the horse-troughs, 
and by unwary children in the public fountains. He would soak 
into the soil, to reappear in springs and wells at a thousand 
unexpected places. Once start him at the water supply, and 
before we could ring him in, and catch him again, he would 
have decimated the metropolis.’ 

He stopped abruptly. He had been told rhetoric was his 
weakness. 

‘But he is quite safe here, you know — quite safe.’ 

The pale-faced man nodded. His eyes shone. He cleared his 
throat. ‘These Anarchist — rascals,’ said he, ‘are fools, blind fools 
to use bombs when this kind of thing is attainable. I think—’ 

A gentle rap, a mere light touch of the finger-nails was heard 
at the door. The Bacteriologist opened it. ‘Just a minute, dear,’ 
whispered his wife. 

When he re-entered the laboratory his visitor was looking at 
his watch. ‘I had no idea I had wasted an hour of your time,’ 
he said. ‘Twelve minutes to four. I ought to have left here by 
half-past three. But your things were really too interesting. No, 
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positively I cannot stop a moment longer. I have an engagement 
at four,’ 

He passed out of the room reiterating his thanks, and the 
Bacteriologist accompanied him to the door, and then returned 
thoughtfully along the passage to his laboratory. He was musing 
on the ethnology of his visitor. Certainly the man was not a 
Teutonic type nor a common Latin one. ‘A morbid product, 
anyhow, I am afraid,’ said the Bacteriologist to himself. ‘How 
he gloated on those cultivations of disease-germs!’ A disturbing 
thought struck him. He turned to the bench by the vapour-bath, 
and then very quickly to his writing-table. Then he felt hastily 
in his pockets, and then rushed to the door. ‘I may have put it 
down on the hall table,’ he said. 

‘Minnie!’ he shouted hoarsely in the hall. 

“Yes, dear,’ came a remote voice. 

‘Had I anything in my hand when I spoke to you, dear, just 
now?’ 

Pause. 

‘Nothing, dear, because I remember— 

‘Blue ruin!’ cried the Bacteriologist, and incontinently ran to 
the front door and down the steps of his house to the street. 

Minnie, hearing the door slam violently, ran in alarm to the 
window. Down the street a slender man was getting into a cab. 
The Bacteriologist, hatless, and in his carpet slippers, was 
running and gesticulating wildly towards this group. One 
slipper came off, but he did not wait for it. ‘He has gone mad.’ 
said Minnie; ‘it’s that horrid science of his’; and, opening the 
window, would have called after him. The slender man, 
suddenly glancing round, seemed struck with the/same idea of 
mental disorder. He pointed hastily to the Bacteriologist, said 
something to the cabman, the apron of the cab slammed, the 
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whip swished, the horse’s feet clattered, and in a moment cab, 
and Bacteriologist hotly in pursuit, had receded up the vista of 
the roadway and disappeared round the corner. 

Minnie remained straining out of the window for a minute. 
Then she drew her head back into the room again. She was 
dumbfounded. ‘Of course he is eccentric,’ she meditated. ‘But 
running about London - in the height of the season, too — in 
his socks!’ A happy thought struck her. She hastily put her 
bonnet on, seized his shoes, went into the hall, took down his 
hat and light overcoat from the pegs, emerged upon the door- 
step, and hailed a cab that opportunely crawled by. ‘Drive me 
up the road and round Havelock Crescent, and see if we can 
find a gentleman running about in a velveteen coat and no hat.’ 

‘Velveteen coat, ma'am, and no ‘at. Very good, ma'am.’ And 
the cabman whipped up at once in the most matter-of-fact way, 
as if he drove to this address every day in his life. 

Some few minutes later the little group of cabmen and loafers 
that collects round the cabmen’s shelter at Haverstock Hill were 
startled by the passing of a cab with a ginger-coloured screw 
of a horse, driven furiously. 

They were silent as it went by, and then as it receded, ‘That's 
"Arry ‘Icks. Wot's he got?’ said the stout gentleman known as 
Old Tootles. 

‘He's a-using his whip, he is, to rights,’ said the ostler boy. 

‘Hullo!’ said poor old Tommy Byles; ‘here’s another bloomin’ 
loonatic. Blowed if there ain't.’ 


‘It’s old George,’ said old Tootles, ‘and he’s drivin’ a loonatic, 
as you say. Ain’t he a-clawin’ out of the keb? Wonder if he’s 
after "Arry ‘Icks?’ 

The group round the cabmen’s shelter became animated. 
Chorus: ‘Go it, George!’ ‘It’s a race.’ You'll ketch ‘em!’ ‘Whip up!’ 
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‘She's a goer, she is!’ said the ostler boy. 

‘Strike me giddy!’ cried old Tootles. ‘Here! I’m a-goin’ to 
begin in a minute. Here's another comin’. If all the kebs in 
Hampstead ain't gone mad this morning!’ 

‘It’s a fieldmale this time,’ said the ostler boy. 

‘She's a followin’ him,’ said old Tootles. ‘Usually the other 
way about.’ 

‘What's she got in her ‘and?’ 

“Looks like a ‘igh ‘at.’ 

‘What a bloomin’ lark it is! Three to one on old George,’ said 
the ostler boy. ‘Nexst!’ 

Minnie went by in a perfect roar of applause. She did not 
like it but she felt that she was doing her duty, and whirled on 
down Haverstock Hill and Camden Town High Street with her 
eyes ever intent on the animated back view of old George, who 
was driving her vagrant husband so incomprehensibly away 
from her. 

The man in the foremost cab sat crouched in the corner, his 
arms tightly folded, and the little tube that contained such vast 
possibilities of destruction gripped in his hand. His mood was 
a singular mixture of fear and exultation. Chiefly he was afraid 
of being caught before he could accomplish his purpose, but 
behind this was a vaguer but larger fear of the awfulness of his 
crime. But his exultation far exceeded his fear. No Anarchist 
before him had ever approached this conception of his. Ravachol, 
Vaillant, all those distinguished persons whose fame he had 
envied dwindled into insignificance beside him. He had only to 
make sure of the water supply, and break the little tube into a 
reservoir. How brilliantly he had planned it, forged the letter of 
introduction and got into the laboratory, and how brilliantly he 
had seized his opportunity! The world should hear of him at 
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last. All those people who had sneered at him, neglected him, 
preferred other people to him, found his company undesirable, 
should consider him at last. Death, death, death! They had always 
treated him as a man of no importance. All the world had been 
in a conspiracy to keep him under. He would teach them yet 
what it is to isolate a man. What was this familiar street? Great 
Saint Andrew’s Street, of course! How fared the chase? He craned 
out of the cab. The Bacteriologist was scarcely fifty yards behind. 
That was bad. He would be caught and stopped yet. He felt in 
his pocket for money, and found half-a-sovereign. This he thrust 
up through the trap in the top of the cab into the man’s face. 
‘More,’ he shouted, ‘if only we get away.’ 

The money was snatched out of his hand. ‘Right you are,’ 
said the cab-man, and the trap slammed, and the lash lay along 
the glistening side of the horse. The cab swayed, and the 
Anarchist, half-standing under the trap, put the hand containing 
the little glass tube upon the apron to preserve his balance. He 
felt the brittle thing crack, and the broken half of it rang upon 
the floor of the cab. He fell back into the seat with a curse, and 
stared dismally at the two or three drops of moisture on the 
apron. 

He shuddered. 

‘Well! I suppose I shall be the first. Phew! Anyhow, I shall be 
a Martyr. That’s something. But it is a filthy death, nevertheless. 
I wonder if it hurts as much as they say.’ 

Presently a thought occurred to him — he groped between 
his feet. A little drop was still in the broken end of the tube, 
and he drank that to make sure. It was better to make sure. At 
any rate, he would not fail. 

Then it dawned upon him that there was no further need to 
escape the Bacteriologist. In Wellington Street he told the 
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cabman to stop, and got out. He slipped on the step, and his 
head felt queer. It was rapid stuff this cholera poison. He waved 
his cabman out of existence, so to speak, and stood on the 
pavement with his arms folded upon his breast awaiting the 
arrival of the Bacteriologist. There was something tragic in his 
pose. The sense of imminent death gave him a certain dignity. 
He greeted his pursuer with a defiant laugh. 

‘Vive I’Anarchie! You are too late, my friend. I have drunk 
it. The cholera is abroad!’ 

The Bacteriologist from his cab beamed curiously at him 
through his spectacles. ‘You have drunk it! An Anarchist! I see 
now.’ He was about to say something more, and then checked 
himself. A smile hung in the corner of his mouth. He opened 
the apron of his cab as if to descend, at which the Anarchist 
waved him a dramatic farewell and strode off towards Waterloo 
Bridge, carefully jostling his infected body against as many 
people as possible. The Bacteriologist was so preoccupied with 
the vision of him that he scarcely manifested the slightest 
surprise at the appearance of Minnie upon the pavement with 
his hat and shoes and overcoat. ‘Very good of you to bring my 
things,’ he said, and remained lost in contemplation of the 
receding figure of the Anarchist. 

‘You had better get in,’ he said, still staring. Minnie felt 
absolutely convinced now that he was mad, and directed the 
cabman home on her own responsibility. ‘Put on my shoes? 
Certainly dear,’ said he, as the cab began to turn, and hid the 
strutting black figure, now small in the distance, from his eyes. 
Then suddenly something grotesque struck him, and he laughed. 
Then he remarked, ‘It is really very serious, though.’ 

‘You see, that man came to my house to see me, and he is 
an Anarchist. No — don’t faint, or I cannot possibly tell you the 
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rest, And I wanted to astonish him, not knowing he was an 
Anarchist, and took up a cultivation of that new species of 
Bacterium I was telling you of, that infest, and I think cause, 
the blue patches upon various monkeys; and like a fool, I said 
it was Asiatic cholera. And he ran away with it to poison the 
water of London, and he certainly might have made things look 
blue for this civilized city. And now he has swallowed it. Of 
course, I cannot say what will happen, but you know it turned 
that kitten blue, and the three puppies — in patches, and the 
sparrow — bright blue. But the bother is, I shall have all the 
trouble and expense of preparing some more. 

‘Put on my coat on this hot day! Why? Because we might 
meet Mrs Jabber. My dear, Mrs Jabber is not a draught. But why 
should I wear a coat on a hot day because of Mrs. —. Oh! very 
well.’ 


One confidential evening, not three months ago, Lionel Wallace 
told me this story of the Door in the Wall. And at the time I 
thought that so far as he was concerned it was a true story. 
He told it me with such a direct simplicity of conviction that 
I could not do otherwise than believe in him. But in the morning, 
in my own flat, I woke to a different atmosphere, and as I lay 
in bed and recalled the things he had told me, stripped of the 
glamour of his earnest slow voice, denuded of the focussed 
shaded table light, the shadowy atmosphere that wrapped about 
him and the pleasant bright things, the dessert and glasses and 
napery of the dinner we had shared, making them for the time 
a bright little world quite cut off from every-day realities, I saw 
it all as frankly incredible. ‘He was mystifying!’ I said, and then: 
‘How well he did it!... It isn’t quite the thing I should have 
expected him, of all people, to do well.’ d 
Afterwards, as I sat up in bed and sipped my morning tea, 
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I found myself trying to account for the flavour of reality that 
perplexed me in his impossible reminiscences, by supposing 
they did in some way suggest, present, convey — I hardly know 
which word to use — experiences it was otherwise impossible 
to tell. 

Well, I don’t resort to that explanation now. I have got over 
my intervening doubts. I believe now, as I believed at the 
moment of telling, that Wallace did to the very best of his ability 
strip the truth of his secret for me. But whether he himself saw, 
or only thought he saw, whether he himself was the possessor 
of an inestimable privilege, or the victim of a fantastic dream, 
I cannot pretend to guess. Even the facts of his death, which 
ended my doubts forever, throw no light on that. That much 
the reader must judge for himself. 

I forget now what chance comment or criticism of mine 
moved so reticent a man to confide in me. He was, I think, 
defending himself against an imputation of slackness and unre- 
liability I had made in relation to a great public movement in 
which he had disappointed me. But he plunged suddenly. ‘I 
have’ he said, ‘a preoccupation— 

‘I know,’ he went on, after a pause that he devoted to the 
study of his cigar ash, ‘I have been negligent. The fact is — it 
isn’t a case of ghosts or apparitions — but — it’s an odd thing to 
tell of, Redmond — I am haunted. I am haunted by something 
— that rather takes the light out of things, that fills me with 
longings...” 

He paused, checked by that English shyness that so often 
overcomes us when we would speak of moving or grave or 
beautiful things. ‘You were at Saint Athelstan’s all through,’ he 
said, and for a moment that seemed to me quite irrelevant. 
‘Well’ — and he paused. Then very haltingly at first, but after- 
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wards more easily, he began to tell of the thing that was hidden 
in his life, the haunting memory of a beauty and a happiness 
that filled his heart with insatiable longings that made all the 
interests and spectacle of worldly life seem dull and tedious 
and vain to him. 

Now that I have the clue to it, the thing seems written 
visibly in his face. I have a photograph in which that look of 
detachment has been caught and intensified. It reminds me 
of what a woman once said of him - a woman who had loved 
him greatly. ‘Suddenly,’ she'said, ‘the interest goes out of him. 
He forgets you. He doesn’t care a rap for you — under his 
very nose...’ 

Yet the interest was not always out of him, and when he was 
holding his attention to a thing Wallace could contrive to be an 
extremely successful man. His career, indeed, is set with 
successes. He left me behind him long ago; he soared up over 
my head, and cut a figure in the world that I couldn’t cut — 
anyhow. He was still a year short of forty, and they say now 
that he would have been in office and very probably in the new 
Cabinet if he had lived. At school he always beat me without 
effort — as it were by nature. We were at school together at Saint 
Athelstan’s College in West Kensington for almost all our school 
time. He came into the school as my co-equal, but he left far 
above me, in a blaze of scholarships and brilliant performance, 
Yet I think I made a fair average running. And it was at school 
I heard first of the Door in the Wall - that I was to hear of a 
second time only a month before his death. 

To him at least the Door in the Wall was a real door leading 
through a real wall to immortal realities. Of that I am now quite 
assured, 

And it came into his life early, when he was a little fellow 
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between five and six. I remember how, as he sat making his 
confession to me with a slow gravity, he reasoned and reckoned 
the date of it. ‘There was,’ he said, ‘a crimson Virginia creeper 
in it — all one bright uniform crimson in a clear amber sunshine 
against a white wall. That came into the impression somehow, 
though I don’t clearly remember how, and there were horse- 
chestnut leaves upon the clean pavement outside the green 
door. They were blotched yellow and green, you know, not 
brown nor dirty, so that they must have been new fallen. I take 
it that means October. I look out for horse-chestnut leaves every 
year, and I ought to know. 

‘If I’m right in that, I was about five years and four months 
old.’ 

He was, he said, rather a precocious little boy — he learned 
to talk at an abnormally early age, and he was so sane and 
‘old-fashioned,’ as people say, that he was permitted an amount 
of initiative that most children scarcely attain by seven or eight. 
His mother died when he was born, and he was under the less 
vigilant and authoritative care of anursery governess. His father 
was a stern, preoccupied lawyer, who gave him little attention, 
and expected great things of him. For all his brightness he found 
life a little grey and dull I think. And one day he wandered. 

He could not recall the particular neglect that enabled him 
to get away, nor the course he took among the West Kensington 
roads. All that had faded among the incurable blurs of memory. 
But the white wall and the green door stood out quite distinctly. 

As his memory of that remote childish experience ran, he 
did at the very first sight of that door experience a peculiar 
emotion, an attraction, a desire to get to the door and open it 
and walk in. 

And at the same time he had the clearest conviction that 
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either it was unwise or it was wrong of him — he could not tell 
which — to yield to this attraction. He insisted upon it as a 
curious thing that he knew from the very beginning — unless 
memory has played him the queerest trick — that the door was 
unfastened, and that he could go in as he chose. 

Iseem to see the figure of that little boy, drawn and repelled. 
And it was very clear in his mind, too, though why it should 
be so was never explained, that his father would be very angry 
if he went through that door. 

Wallace described all these moments of hesitation to me 
with the utmost particularity. He went right past the door, and 
then, with his hands in his pockets, and making an infantile 
attempt to whistle, strolled right along beyond the end of the 
wall. There he recalls a number of mean, dirty shops, and 
particularly that of a plumber and decorator, with a dusty 
disorder of earthenware pipes, sheet lead ball taps, pattern 
books of wall paper, and tins of enamel. He stood pretending 
to examine these things, and coveting, passionately desiring 
the green door. 

Then, he said, he had a gust of emotion. He made a run for 
it, lest hesitation should grip him again, he went plump with 
outstretched hand through the green door and let it slam behind 
him. And so, ina trice, he came into the garden that has haunted 
all his life. 

It was very difficult for Wallace to give me his full sense of 
that garden into which he came. 

There was something in the very air of it that exhilarated, 
that gave one a sense of lightness and good happening and 
well being; there was something in the sight of it that made all 
its colour clean and perfect and subtly luminous. In the instant 
of coming into it one was exquisitely glad — as only in rare 


H. G. WELLS 


moments and when one is young and joyful one can be glad 
in this world. And everything was beautiful there.... 

Wallace mused before he went on telling me. ‘You see,’ he 
said, with the doubtful inflection of a man who pauses at incred- 
ible things, ‘there were two great panthers there... Yes, spotted 
panthers. And I was not afraid. There was a long wide path 
with marble-edged flower borders on either side, and these two 
huge velvety beasts were playing there with a ball. One looked 
up and came towards me, a little curious as it seemed. It came 
right up to me, rubbed its soft round ear very gently against 
the small hand I held out and purred. It was, I tell you, an 
enchanted garden. I know. And the size? Oh! It stretched far 
and wide, this way and that. I believe there were hills far away. 
Heaven knows where West Kensington had suddenly got to. 
And somehow it was just like coming home. 

‘You know, in the very moment the door swung to behind 
me, I forgot the road with its fallen chestnut leaves, its cabs and 
tradesmen’s carts, I forgot the sort of gravitational pull back to 
the discipline and obedience of home, I forgot all hesitations 
and fear, forgot discretion, forgot all the intimate realities of 
this life. I became in a moment a very glad and wonder-happy 
little boy — in another world. It was a world with a different 
quality, a warmer, more penetrating and mellower light, with 
a faint clear gladness in its air, and wisps of sun-touched cloud 
in the blueness of its sky. And before me ran this long wide 
path, invitingly, with weedless beds on either side, rich with 
untended flowers, and these two great panthers. I put my little 
hands fearlessly on their soft fur, and caressed their round ears 
and the sensitive corners under their ears, and played with 
them, and it was as though they welcomed me home. There 
was a keen sense of home-coming in my mind, and when presently 
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a tall, fair girl appeared in the pathway and came to meet me, 
smiling, and said ‘Well?’ to me, and lifted me, and kissed me, 
and put me down, and led me by the hand, there was no 
amazement, but only an impression of delightful rightness, of 
being reminded of happy things that had in some strange way 
been overlooked. There were broad steps, I remember, that came 
into view between spikes of delphinium, and up these we went 
to a great avenue between very old and shady dark trees. All 
down this avenue, you know, between the red chapped stems, 
were marble seats of honour and statuary, and very tame and 
friendly white doves.... 

‘And along this avenue my girl-friend led me, looking down 
— I recall the pleasant lines, the finely-modelled chin of her 
sweet kind face — asking me questions in a soft, agreeable voice, 
and telling me things, pleasant things I know, though what they 
were I was never able to recall... And presently a little Capuchin 
monkey, very clean, with a fur of ruddy brown and kindly hazel 
eyes, came down a tree to us and ran beside me, looking up at 
me and grinning, and presently leapt to my shoulder. So we 
went on our way in great happiness....’ 

He paused. 

‘Go on,’ I said. 

‘I remember little things. We passed an old man musing 
among laurels, I remember, and a place gay with paroquets, 
and came through a broad shaded colonnade to a spacious cool 
palace, full of pleasant fountains, full of beautiful things, full 
of the quality and promise of heart’s desire. And there were 
many things and many people, some that still seem to stand 
out clearly and some that are a little vague, but all these people 
were beautiful and kind. In some way — I don’t khow how — it 
was conveyed to me that they all were kind to me, glad to have 
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me there, and filling me with gladness by their gestures, by the 
touch of their hands, by the welcome and love in their eyes. 
Yesi 

He mused for awhile. ‘Playmates I found there. That was 
very much to me, because I was a lonely little boy. They played 
delightful games in a grass-covered court where there was a 
sun-dial set about with flowers. And as one played one loved.... 

‘But — it’s odd — there’s a gap in my memory. I don’t 
remember the games we played. I never remembered. 
Afterwards, as a child, I spent long hours trying, even with 
tears, to recall the form of that happiness. I wanted to play it 
all over again — in my nursery — by myself. No! All I remember 
is the happiness and two dear playfellows who were most 
with me... Then presently came a sombre dark woman, with 
a grave, pale face and dreamy eyes, a sombre woman wearing 
a soft long robe of pale purple, who carried a book and beck- 
oned and took me aside with her into a gallery above a hall 
— though my playmates were loth to have me go, and ceased 
their game and stood watching as I was carried away. “Come 
back to us!” they cried. “Come back to us soon!” I looked up 
at her face, but she heeded them not at all. Her face was very 
gentle and grave. She took me to a seat in the gallery, and I 
stood beside her, ready to look at her book as she opened it 
upon her knee. The pages fell open. She pointed, and I looked, 
marvelling, for in the living pages of that book I saw myself; 
it was a story about myself, and in it were all the things that 
had happened to me since ever I was born.... 

‘It was wonderful to me, because the pages of that book were 
not pictures, you understand, but realities.’ 

Wallace paused gravely — looked at me doubtfully. 

‘Go on,’ I said. ‘I understand.’ 
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‘They were realities—yes, they must have been; people 
moved and things came and went in them; my dear mother, 
whom I had near forgotten; then my father, stern and upright, 
the servants, the nursery, all the familiar things of home, Then 
the front door and the busy streets, with traffic to and fro: I 
looked and marvelled, and looked half doubtfully again into 
the woman’s face and turned the pages over, skipping this and 
that, to see more of this book, and more, and so at last I came 
to myself hovering and hesitating outside the green door in the 
long white wall, and felt again the conflict and the fear. 

‘“ And next?” I cried, and would have turned on, but the cool 
hand of the grave woman delayed me. 

““Next?” I insisted, and struggled gently with her hand, 
pulling up her fingers with all my childish strength, and as she 
yielded and the page came over she bent down upon me like 
a shadow and kissed my brow. 

‘But the page did not show the enchanted garden, nor the 
panthers, nor the girl who had led me by the hand, nor the 
playfellows who had been so loth to let me go. It showed a 
long grey street in West Kensington, on that chill hour of after- 
noon before the lamps are lit, and I was there, a wretched little 
figure, weeping aloud, for all that I could do to restrain myself, 
and I was weeping because I could not return to my dear 
play-fellows who had called after me, “Come back to us! Come 
back to us soon!” I was there. This was no page in a book, but 
harsh reality; that enchanted place and the restraining hand of 
the grave mother at whose knee I stood had gone — whither 
have they gone?’ 

He halted again, and remained for a time, staring into the 
fire. d 

‘Oh! The wretchedness of that return!’ he murmured. 
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‘Well?’ I said after a minute or so. 

‘Poor little wretch I was — brought back to this grey world 
again! As I realized the fullness of what had happened to me, 
I gave way to quite ungovernable grief. And the shame and 
humiliation of that public weeping and my disgraceful home- 
coming remain with me still. I see again the benevolent-looking 
old gentleman in gold spectacles who stopped and spoke to me 
— prodding me first with his umbrella. “Poor little chap,” said 
he; “and are you lost then?” — and me a London boy of five 
and more! And he must needs bring ina kindly young policeman 
and make a crowd of me, and so march me home. Sobbing, 
conspicuous and frightened, I came from the enchanted garden 
to the steps of my father’s house. 

‘That is as well as I can remember my vision of that garden— 
the garden that haunts me still. Of course, I can convey nothing 
of that indescribable quality of translucent unreality, that differ- 
ence from the common things of experience that hung about it 
all; but that — that is what happened. If it was a dream, I am 
sure it was a day-time and an altogether extraordinary dream... 
H’m! — naturally there followed a terrible questioning, by my 
aunt, my father, the nurse, the governess — everyone.... 

ʻI tried to tell them, and my father gave me my first thrashing 
for telling lies. When afterwards I tried to tell my aunt, she 
punished me again for my wicked persistence. Then, as I said, 
everyone was forbidden to listen to me, to hear a word about 
it. Even my fairy tale books were taken away from me for a 
time — because I was ‘too imaginative.’ Eh? Yes, they did that! 
My father belonged to the old school... And my story was 
driven back upon myself. I whispered it to my pillow - my 
pillow that was often damp and salt to my whispering lips with 
childish tears. And I added always to my official and less fervent 
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prayers this one heartfelt request: “Please God I may dream of 
the garden. Oh! Take me back to my garden! Take me back to 
my garden!” 

‘I dreamt often of the garden. I may have added to it, I may 
have changed it; I do not know... All this you understand is 
an attempt to reconstruct from fragmentary memories a very 
early experience. Between that and the other consecutive memo- 
ries of my boyhood there is a gulf. A time came when it seemed 
impossible I should ever speak of that wonder glimpse again.’ 

I asked an obvious question. 

‘No,’ he said. ‘I don’t remember that I ever attempted to find 
my way back to the garden in those early years. This seems 
odd to me now, but I think that very probably a closer watch 
was kept on my movements after this misadventure to prevent 
my going astray. No, it wasn’t until you knew me that I tried 
for the garden again. And I believe there was a period — incred- 
ible as it seems now — when I forgot the garden altogether — when 
I was about eight or nine it may have been. Do you remember 
me as a kid at Saint Athelstan’s?’ 

‘Rather!’ 

“I didn’t show any signs did I in those days of having a 
secret dream?’ 


He looked up with a sudden smile. 

‘Did you ever play North-West Passage with me?... No, of 
course you didn’t come my way!” 

‘It was the sort of game,’ he went on, ‘that every imaginative 
child plays all day. The idea was the discovery of 4 North-West 
Passage to school. The way to school was plain enough; the 
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game consisted in finding some way that wasn’t plain, starting 
off ten minutes early in some almost hopeless direction, and 
working one’s way round through unaccustomed streets to my 
goal. And one day I got entangled among some rather low-class 
streets on the other side of Campden Hill, and I began to think 
that for once the game would be against me and that I should 
get to school late. I tried rather desperately a street that seemed 
a cul de sac, and found a passage at the end. I hurried through 
that with renewed hope. “I shall do it yet,” I said, and passed 
a row of frowsy little shops that were inexplicably familiar to 
me, and behold! There was my long white wall and the green 
door that led to the enchanted garden! 

‘The thing whacked upon me suddenly. Then, after all, that 
garden, that wonderful garden, wasn’t a dream’... 

He paused. 

‘I suppose my second experience with the green door marks 
the world of difference there is between the busy life of a 
schoolboy and the infinite leisure of a child. Anyhow, this second 
time I didn’t for a moment think of going in straight away. You 
see... For one thing my mind was full of the idea of getting to 
school in time — set on not breaking my record for punctuality. 
I must surely have felt some little desire at least to try the door 
— yes, I must have felt that... But I seem to remember the 
attraction of the door mainly as another obstacle to my over- 
mastering determination to get to school. I was immediately 
interested by this discovery I had made, of course — I went on 
with my mind full of it - but I went on. It didn’t check me. I 
ran past tugging out my watch, found I had ten minutes still 
to spare, and then I was going downhill into familiar surround- 
ings. I got to school, breathless, it is true, and wet with 
perspiration, but in time. I can remember hanging up my coat 
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and hat... Went right by it and left it behind me. Odd, eh?’ 

He looked at me thoughtfully. ‘Of course, I didn’t know then 
that it wouldn’t always be there. School boys have limited 
imaginations. I suppose I thought it was an awfully jolly thing 
to have it there, to know my way back to it, but there was the 
school tugging at me. I expect I was a good deal distraught and 
inattentive that morning, recalling what I could of the beautiful 
strange people I should presently see again. Oddly enough I 
had no doubt in my mind that they would be glad to see me... 
Yes, I must have thought of the garden that morning just as a 
jolly sort of place to which one might resort in the interludes 
of a strenuous scholastic career. 

‘I didn’t go that day at all. The next day was a half holiday, 
and that may have weighed with me. Perhaps, too, my state of 
inattention brought down impositions upon me and docked the 
margin of time necessary for the detour. I don’t know. What I 
do know is that in the meantime the enchanted garden was so 
much upon my mind that I could not keep it to myself. 

‘I told — what was his name? ~ a ferrety-looking youngster 
we used to call Squiff.” 

‘Young Hopkins,’ said I. 

‘Hopkins it was. I did not like telling him, I had a feeling 
that in some way it was against the rules to tell him, but I did. 
He was walking part of the way home with me; he was talka- 
tive, and if we had not talked about the enchanted garden we 
should have talked of something else, and it was intolerable to 
me to think about any other subject. So I blabbed. 

‘Well, he told my secret. The next day in the play interval I 
found myself surrounded by half a dozen bigger boys, half 
teasing and wholly curious to hear more of the enchanted 
garden. There was that big Fawcett — you remember him? — and 
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Carnaby and Morley Reynolds. You weren't there by any 
chance? No, I think I should have remembered if you were.... 

‘A boy is a creature of odd feelings. I was, I really believe, 
in spite of my secret self-disgust, a little flattered to have the 
attention of these big fellows. I remember particularly a moment 
of pleasure caused by the praise of Crawshaw — you remember 
Crawshaw major, the son of Crawshaw the composer? — who 
said it was the best lie he had ever heard. But at the same time 
there was a really painful undertow of shame at telling what I 


felt was indeed a sacred secret. That beast Fawcett made a joke 
about the girl in green— 

Wallace’s voice sank with the keen memory of that shame. 
‘I pretended not to hear, he said. ‘Well, then Carnaby suddenly 
called me a young liar and disputed with me when I said the 
thing was true. I said I knew where to find the green door, 
could lead them all there in ten minutes. Carnaby became outra- 
geously virtuous, and said I'd have to — and bear out my words 
or suffer. Did you ever have Carnaby twist your arm? Then 
perhaps you'll understand how it went with me. I swore my 
story was true. There was nobody in the school then to save a 
chap from Carnaby though Crawshaw put in a word or so. 
Carnaby had got his game. I grew excited and red-eared, and 
a little frightened, I behaved altogether like a silly little chap, 
and the outcome of it all was that instead of starting alone for 
my enchanted garden, I led the way presently — cheeks flushed, 
ears hot, eyes smarting, and my soul one burning misery and 
shame — for a party of six mocking, curious and threatening 
school-fellows. 

‘We never found the white wall and the green door....’ 

‘You mean?— 

ʻI mean I couldn't find it. I would have found it if I could. 
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‘And afterwards when I could go alone I couldn't find it. I 
never found it. I seem now to have been always looking for it 
through my school-boy days, but I’ve never come upon it again.” 

‘Did the fellows - make it disagreeable?’ 

‘Beastly... Carnaby held a council over me for wanton lying. 
I remember how I sneaked home and upstairs to hide the marks 
of my blubbering. But when I cried myself to sleep at last it 
wasn’t for Carnaby, but for the garden, for the beautiful after- 
noon I had hoped for, for the sweet friendly women and the 
waiting playfellows and the game I had hoped to learn again, 
that beautiful forgotten game.... 

ʻI believed firmly that if I had not told—... I had bad times 
after that — crying at night and woolgathering by day. For two 
terms I slackened and had bad reports. Do you remember? Of 
course you would! It was you — your beating me in mathematics 
that brought me back to the grind again.’ 


For a time my friend stared silently into the red heart of the 
fire. Then he said: ‘I never saw it again until I was seventeen. 

‘It leapt upon me for the third time — as I was driving to 
Paddington on my way to Oxford and a scholarship. I had just 
one momentary glimpse. I was leaning over the apron of my 
hansom smoking a cigarette, and no doubt thinking myself no 
end of a man of the world, and suddenly there was the door, 
the wall, the dear sense of unforgettable and still attainable 
things. 

‘We clattered by — I too taken by surprise to stop my cab 
until we were well past and round a corner. Then Ihad a queer 
moment, a double and divergent movement of my will: I tapped 
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the little door in the roof of the cab, and brought my arm down 
to pull out my watch. “Yes, sir!” said the cabman, smartly. “Er 
— well - it’s nothing,” I cried. “My mistake! We haven't much 
time! Go on!” and he went on.... 

‘I got my scholarship. And the night after I was told of that 
I sat over my fire in my little upper room, my study, in my 
father’s house, with his praise — his rare praise — and his sound 
counsels ringing in my ears, and I smoked my favourite pipe 
- the formidable bulldog of adolescence — and thought of that 
door in the long white wall. “If I had stopped,” I thought, “I 
should have missed my scholarship, I should have missed 
Oxford — muddled all the fine career before me! I begin to see 
things better!” I fell musing deeply, but I did not doubt then 
this career of mine was a thing that merited sacrifice. 

‘Those dear friends and that clear atmosphere seemed very 
sweet to me, very fine, but remote. My grip was fixing now 
upon the world. I saw another door opening — the door of my 
career.’ 

He stared again into the fire. Its red lights picked out a stub- 
born strength in his face for just one flickering moment, and 
then it vanished again. 

‘Well’, he said and sighed, ‘I have served that career. I have 
done — much work, much hard work. But I have dreamt of 
the enchanted garden a thousand dreams, and seen its door, 
or at least glimpsed its door, four times since then. Yes — four 
times. For a while this world was so bright and interesting, 
seemed so full of meaning and opportunity that the half-ef- 
faced charm of the garden was by comparison gentle and 
remote. Who wants to pat panthers on the way to dinner with 
pretty women and distinguished men? I came down to London 
from Oxford, a man of bold promise that I have done some- 
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thing to redeem. Something - and yet there have been 
disappointments... 

‘Twice I have been in love — I will not dwell on that — but 
once, as I went to someone who, I know, doubted whether I 
dared to come, I took a short cut at a venture through an unfre- 
quented road near Earl’s Court, and so happened on a white 
wall and a familiar green door. “Odd!” said I to myself, “but I 
thought this place was on Campden Hill. It’s the place I never 
could find somehow - like counting Stonehenge — the place of 
that queer day dream of mine.” And I went by it intent upon 
my purpose. It had no appeal to me that afternoon. 

‘I had just a moment's impulse to try the door, three steps 
aside were needed at the most — though I was sure enough in 
my heart that it would open to me — and then I thought that 
doing so might delay me on the way to that appointment in 
which I thought my honour was involved. Afterwards I was 
sorry for my punctuality — I might at least have peeped in I 
thought, and waved a hand to those panthers, but I knew 
enough by this time not to seek again belatedly that which is 
not found by seeking. Yes, that time made me very sorry.... 

“Years of hard work after that and never a sight of the door. 
It's only recently it has come back to me. With it there has come 
a sense as though some thin tarnish had spread itself over my 
world. I began to think of it as a sorrowful and bitter thing that 
I should never see that door again. Perhaps I was suffering a 
little from overwork — perhaps it was what I’ve heard spoken 
of as the feeling of forty. I don’t know. But certainly the keen 
brightness that makes effort easy has gone out of things recently, 
and that just at a time with all these new political developments 
— when I ought to be working. Odd, isn’t it? But Ido begin to 
find life toilsome, its rewards, as I come near them, cheap. I 
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began a little while ago to want the garden quite badly. Yes — 
and I’ve seen it three times.’ 

‘The garden?’ 

‘No = the door! And I haven’t gone in!’ 

He leaned over the table to me, with an enormous sorrow 
in his voice as he spoke. ‘Thrice I have had my chance — thrice! 
If ever that door offers itself to me again, I swore, I will go in 
out of this dust and heat, out of this dry glitter of vanity, out 
of these toilsome futilities. I will go and never return. This time 
I will stay... I swore it and when the time came — I didn’t go. 

‘Three times in one year have I passed that door and failed 
to enter. Three times in the last year. 

‘The first time was on the night of the snatch division on the 
Tenants’ Redemption Bill, on which the Government was saved 
by a majority of three. You remember? No one on our side — 
perhaps very few on the opposite side — expected the end that 
night. Then the debate collapsed like eggshells. I and Hotchkiss 
were dining with his cousin at Brentford, we were both 
unpaired, and we were called up by telephone, and set off at 
once in his cousin’s motor. We got in barely in time, and on the 
way we passed my wall and door — livid in the moonlight, 
blotched with hot yellow as the glare of our lamps lit it, but 
unmistakable. “My God!” cried I. “What?” said Hotchkiss. 
‘Nothing!’ I answered, and the moment passed. 

“Tve made a great sacrifice,” I told the whip as I got in. 
“They all have,” he said, and hurried by. 

‘I do not see how I could have done otherwise then. And the 
next occasion was as I rushed to my father’s bedside to bid that 
stern old man farewell. Then, too, the claims of life were imper- 


ative. But the third time was different; it happened a week ago. 
It fills me with hot remorse to recall it. I was with Gurker and 
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Ralphs — it’s no secret now you know that I’ve had my talk 
with Gurker. We had been dining at Frobisher’s, and the talk 
had become intimate between us. The question of my place in 
the reconstructed ministry lay always just over the boundary 
of the discussion. Yes — yes. That’s all settled. It needn’t be 
talked about yet, but there’s no reason to keep a secret from 
you... Yes — thanks! Thanks! But let me tell you my story. 

‘Then, on that night things were very much in the air. My 
position was a very delicate one. I was keenly anxious to get 
some definite word from Gurker, but was hampered by Ralphs’ 
presence. I was using the best power of my brain to keep that 
light and careless talk not too obviously directed to the point 
that concerns me. I had to. Ralphs’ since has more than justified 
my caution... Ralphs, I knew, would leave us beyond the 
Kensington High Street, and then I could surprise Gurker by a 
sudden frankness. One has sometimes to resort to these little 
devices... And then it was that in the margin of my field of 
vision I became aware once more of the white wall, the green 
door before us down the road. 

‘We passed it talking. I passed it. I can still see the shadow 
of Gurker’s marked profile, his opera hat tilted forward over 
his prominent nose, the many folds of his neck wrap going 
before my shadow and Ralphs’ as we sauntered past. 

‘I passed within twenty inches of the door. “If I say good- 
night to them, and go in,” I asked myself, “what will happen?” 
And I was all a-tingle for that word with Gurker. 

ʻI could not answer that question in the tangle of my other 
problems. “They will think me mad,” I thought. “And suppose 
I vanish now! — Amazing disappearance of a prominent politi- 
cian!” That weighed with me. A thousand inconcgivably petty 
worldlinesses weighed with me in that crisis.’ 
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Then he turned on me with a sorrowful smile, and, speaking 
slowly; ‘Here I am! he said. 

‘Here I am!’ he repeated, ‘and my chance has gone from me. 
Three times in one year the door has been offered me — the 
door that goes into peace, into delight, into a beauty beyond 
dreaming, a kindness no man on earth can know. And I have 
rejected it, Redmond, and it has gone— 

“How do you know?’ 

‘I know. I know. I am left now to work it out, to stick to the 
tasks that held me so strongly when my moments came. You 
say, I have success — this vulgar, tawdry, irksome, envied thing. 
I have it.’ He had a walnut in his big hand. ‘If that was my 
success,’ he said, and crushed it, and held it out for me to see. 

‘Let me tell you something, Redmond. This loss is destroying 
me. For two months, for ten weeks nearly now, I have done no 
work at all, except the most necessary and urgent duties. My 
soul is full of inappeasable regrets. At nights — when it is less 
likely I shall be recognized — I go out. I wander. Yes. I wonder 
what people would think of that if they knew. A Cabinet 
Minister, the responsible head of that most vital of all depart- 
ments, wandering alone — grieving — sometimes near audibly 
lamenting — for a door, for a garden!’ 


IV 


I can see now his rather pallid face, and the unfamiliar sombre 
fire that had come into his eyes. I see him very vividly to-night. 
Isit recalling his words, his tones, and last evening’s Westminster 
Gazette still lies on my sofa, containing the notice of his death. 
At lunch to-day the club was busy with him and the strange 
riddle of his fate. 
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They found his body very early yesterday morning in a deep 
excavation near East Kensington Station. It is one of two shafts 
that have been made in connection with an extension of the 
railway southward. It is protected from the intrusion of the 
public by a hoarding upon the high road, in which a small 
doorway has been cut for the convenience of some of the 
workmen who live in that direction. The doorway was left 
unfastened through a misunderstanding between two gangers, 
and through it he made his way.... 

My mind is darkened with questions and riddles. 

It would seem he walked all the way from the House that 
night — he has frequently walked home during the past Session 
—and so it is I figure his dark form coming along the late and 
empty streets, wrapped up, intent. And then did the pale elec- 
tric lights near the station cheat the rough planking into a 
semblance of white? Did that fatal unfastened door awaken 
some memory? 

Was there, after all, ever any green door in the wall at all? 

I do not know. I have told his story as he told it to me. There 
are times when I believe that Wallace was no more than the 
victim of the coincidence between a rare but not unprecedented 
type of hallucination and a careless trap, but that indeed is not 
my profoundest belief. You may think me superstitious if you 
will, and foolish; but, indeed, I am more than half convinced 
that he had in truth, an abnormal gift, and a sense, something 
—I know not what — that in the guise of wall and door offered 
him an outlet, a secret and peculiar passage of escape into 
another and altogether more beautiful world. At any rate, you 
will say, it betrayed him in the end. But did it betray him? There 
you touch the inmost mystery of these dreamers,,these men of 
vision and the imagination. 
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We see our world fair and common, the hoarding and the 
pit. By our daylight standard he walked out of security into 
darkness, danger and death. But did he see like that? 
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Until the extraordinary affair at Sidmouth, the peculiar species 
Haploteuthis ferox was known to science only generically, on the 
strength of a half-digested tentacle obtained near the Azores, 
and a decaying body pecked by birds and nibbled by fish, found 
early in 1896 by Mr. Jennings, near Land’s End. 

Inno department of zoological science, indeed, are we quite 
so much in the dark as with regard to the deep-sea cephalopods. 
A mere accident, for instance, it was that led to the Prince of 
Monaco’s discovery of nearly a dozen new forms in the 
summer of 1895, a discovery in which the before-mentioned 
tentacle was included. It chanced that a cachalot was killed 
off Terceira by some sperm whalers, and in its last struggles 
charged almost to the Prince’s yacht, missed it, rolled under, 
and died within twenty yards of his rudder. And in its agony 
it threw up a number of large objects, which the Prince, dimly 
perceiving they were strange and important, was, by a happy 
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expedient, able to secure before they sank. He set his screws 
in motion, and kept them circling in the vortices thus created 
until a boat could be lowered. And these specimens were 
whole cephalopods and fragments of cephalopods, some of 
gigantic proportions, and almost all of them unknown to 
science! 

It would seem, indeed, that these large and agile creatures, 
living in the middle depths of the sea, must, to a large extent, 
for ever remain unknown to us, since under water they are 
too nimble for nets, and it is only by such rare, unlooked-for 
accidents that specimens can be obtained. In the case of 
Haploteuthis ferox, for instance, we are still altogether ignorant 
of its habitat, as ignorant as we are of the breeding-ground of 
the herring or the sea-ways of the salmon. And zoologists are 
altogether at a loss to account for its sudden appearance on 
our coast. Possibly it was the stress of a hunger migration that 
drove it hither out of the deep. But it will be, perhaps, better 
to avoid necessarily inconclusive discussion, and to proceed 
at once with our narrative. 

The first human being to set eyes upon a living Haploteuthis 
— the first human being to survive, that is, for there can be little 
doubt now that the wave of bathing fatalities and boating 
accidents that travelled along the coast of Cornwall and Devon 
in early May was due to this cause — was a retired tea-dealer 
of the name of Fison, who was stopping at a Sidmouth 
boarding-house. It was in the afternoon, and he was walking 
along the cliff path between Sidmouth and Ladram Bay. The 
cliffs in this direction are very high, but down the red face of 
them in one place a kind of ladder staircase has been made. 
He was near this when his attention was attracted by what at 
first he thought to be a cluster of birds struggling over a 
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fragment of food that caught the sunlight, and glistened 
pinkish-white. The tide was right out, and this object was not 
only far below him, but remote across a broad waste of rock 
reefs covered with dark seaweed and interspersed with silvery 
shining tidal pools. And he was, moreover, dazzled by the 
brightness of the further water. 

In a minute, regarding this again, he perceived that his 
judgement was in fault, for over this struggle circled a number 
of birds, jackdaws and gulls for the most part, the latter gleaming 
blindingly when the sunlight smote their wings, and they 
seemed minute in comparison with it. And his curiosity was, 
perhaps, aroused all the more strongly because of his first 
insufficient explanations. 

As he had nothing better to do than amuse himself, he 
decided to make this object, whatever it was, the goal of his 
afternoon walk, instead of Ladram Bay, conceiving it might 
perhaps be a great fish of some sort, stranded by some chance, 
and flapping about in its distress. And so he hurried down the 
long steep ladder, stopping at intervals of thirty feet or so to 
take breath and scan the mysterious movement. 

At the foot of the cliff he was, of course, nearer his object 
than he had been; but, on the other hand, it now came up 
against the incandescent sky, beneath the sun, so as to seem 
dark and indistinct. Whatever was pinkish of it was now hidden 
by a skerry of weedy boulders. But he perceived that it was 
made up of seven rounded bodies distinct or connected, and 
that the birds kept up a constant croaking and screaming, but 
seemed afraid to approach it too closely. 

Mr. Fison, torn by curiosity, began picking his way across 
the wave-worn rocks, and finding the wet Ses that covered 
them thickly rendered them extremely slippery,” he stopped, 
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removed his shoes and socks, and rolled his trousers above his 
knees. His object was, of course, merely to avoid stumbling into 
the rocky pools about him, and perhaps he was rather glad, as 
all men are, of an excuse to resume, even for a moment, the 
sensations of his boyhood. At any rate, it is to this, no doubt, 
that he owes his life. 

He approached his mark with all the assurance which the 
absolute security of this country against all forms of animal life 
gives its inhabitants. The round bodies moved to and fro, but 
it was only when he surmounted the skerry of boulders I have 
mentioned that he realized the horrible nature of the discovery. 
It came upon him with some suddenness. 

The rounded bodies fell apart as he came into sight over the 
ridge, and displayed the pinkish object to be the partially 
devoured body of a human being, but whether of a man or 
woman he was unable to say. And the rounded bodies were 
new and ghastly-looking creatures, in shape somewhat resem- 
bling an octopus, with huge and very long and flexible tentacles, 
coiled copiously on the ground. The skin had a glistening 
texture, unpleasant to see, like shiny leather. The downward 
bend of the tentacle-surrounded mouth, the curious excrescence 
at the bend, the tentacles, and the large intelligent eyes, gave 
the creatures a grotesque suggestion of a face. They were the 
size of a fair-sized swine about the body, and the tentacles 
seemed to him to be many feet in length. There were, he thinks, 
seven or eight at least of the creatures. Twenty yards beyond 
them, amid the surf of the now returning tide, two others were 
emerging from the sea. 

Their bodies lay flatly on the rocks, and their eyes regarded 
him with evil interest; but it does not appear that Mr. Fison was 
afraid, or that he realized that he was in any danger. Possibly 
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his confidence is to be ascribed to the limpness of their attitudes. 
But he was horrified, of course, and intensely excited and indig- 
nant, at such revolting creatures preying upon human flesh. He 
thought they had chanced upon a drowned body. He shouted 
to them, with the idea of driving them off, and finding they 
did not budge, cast about him, picked up a big rounded lump 
of rock, and flung it at one. 

And then, slowly uncoiling their tentacles, they all began 
moving towards him — creeping at first deliberately, and making 
a soft purring sound to each other. 

In a moment Mr. Fison realized that he was in danger. He 
shouted again, threw both his boots, and started off, with a 
leap, forthwith. Twenty yards off he stopped and faced about, 
judging them slow, and behold! the tentacles of their leader 
were already pouring over the rocky ridge on which he had 
just been standing! 

At that he shouted again, but this time not threatening, but 
a cry of dismay, and began jumping, striding, slipping, wading 
across the uneven expanse between him and the beach. The 
tall red cliffs seemed suddenly at a vast distance, and he saw, 
as though they were creatures in another world, two minute 
workmen engaged in the repair of the ladder-way, and little 
suspecting the race for life that was beginning below them. 
At one time he could hear the creatures splashing in the pools 
not a dozen feet behind him, and once he slipped and almost 
fell. 

They chased him to the very foot of the cliffs, and desisted 
only when he had been joined by the workmen at the foot of 
the ladder-way up the cliff. All three of the men pelted them 
with stones for a time, and then hurried to the gliff top and 
along the path towards Sidmouth, to secure assistance and a 
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boat, and to rescue the desecrated body from the clutches of 
these abominable creatures. 


And, as if he had not already been in sufficient peril that day, 
Mr. Fison went with the boat to point out the exact spot of his 
adventure. 

As the tide was down, it required a considerable detour to 
reach the spot, and when at last they came off the ladder-way, 
the mangled body had disappeared. The water was now running 
in, submerging first one slab of slimy rock and then another, 
and the four men in the boat — the workmen, that is, the boatman, 
and Mr. Fison — now turned their attention from the bearings 
off shore to the water beneath the keel. 

At first they could see little below them, save a dark jungle 
of laminaria, with an occasional darting fish. Their minds were 
set on adventure, and they expressed their disappointment 
freely. But presently they saw one of the monsters swimming 
through the water seaward, with a curious rolling motion that 
suggested to Mr. Fison the spinning roll of a captive balloon. 
Almost immediately after, the waving streamers of laminaria 
were extraordinarily perturbed, parted for a moment, and three 
of these beasts became darkly visible, struggling for what was 
probably some fragment of the drowned man. In a moment the 
copious olive-green ribbons had poured again over this writhing 
group. 

At that all four men, greatly excited, began beating the 
water with oars and shouting, and immediately they saw a 
tumultuous movement among the weeds. They desisted to see 
more clearly, and as soon as the water was smooth, they saw, 
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as it seemed to them, the whole sea bottom among the weeds 
set with eyes. 

“Ugly swine!’ cried one of the men. ‘Why, there’s dozens!’ 

And forthwith the things began to rise through the water 
about them. Mr. Fison has since described to the writer this 
startling eruption out of the waving laminaria meadows. To 
him it seemed to occupy a considerable time, but it is probable 
that really it was an affair of a few seconds only. For a time 
nothing but eyes, and then he speaks of tentacles streaming out 
and parting the weed fronds this way and that. Then these 
things, growing larger, until at last the bottom was hidden by 
their intercoiling forms, and the tips of tentacles rose darkly 
here and there into the air above the swell of the waters. 

One came up boldly to the side of the boat, and clinging to 
this with three of its sucker-set tentacles, threw four others over 
the gunwale, as if with an intention either of oversetting the 
boat or of clambering into it. Mr. Fison at once caught up the 
boat-hook, and, jabbing furiously at the soft tentacles, forced it 
to desist. He was struck in the back and almost pitched over- 
board by the boatman, who was using his oar to resist a similar 
attack on the other side of the boat. But the tentacles on either 
side at once relaxed their hold, slid out of sight, and splashed 
into the water. 

‘We'd better get out of this,’ said Mr. Fison, who was trem- 
bling violently. He went to the tiller, while the boatman and 
one of the workmen seated themselves and began rowing. The 
other workman stood up in the fore part of the boat, with the 
boat-hook, ready to strike any more tentacles that might 
appear. Nothing else seems to have been said. Mr. Fison had 
expressed the common feeling beyond amendment. In a 
hushed, scared mood, with faces white and drawn, they set 
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about escaping from the position into which they had so reck- 
lessly blundered. 

But the oars had scarcely dropped into the water before dark, 
tapering, serpentine ropes had bound them, and were about 
the rudder; and creeping up the sides of the boat with a looping 
motion came the suckers again. The men gripped their oars and 
pulled, but it was like trying to move a boat in a floating raft 
of weeds. ‘Help here!’ cried the boatman, and Mr. Fison and 
the second workman rushed to help lug at the oar. 

Then the man with the boat-hook — his name was Ewan, or 
Ewen--sprang up with a curse and began striking downward 
over the side, as far as he could reach, at the bank of tentacles 
that now clustered along the boat’s bottom. And, at the same 
time, the two rowers stood up to get a better purchase for the 
recovery of their oars. The boatman handed his to Mr. Fison, 
who lugged desperately, and, meanwhile, the boatman opened 
a big clasp-knife, and leaning over the side of the boat, began 
hacking at the spiring arms upon the oar shaft. 

Mr. Fison, staggering with the quivering rocking of the boat, 
his teeth set, his breath coming short, and the veins starting on 
his hands as he pulled at his oar, suddenly cast his eyes seaward. 
And there, not fifty yards off, across the long rollers of the 
incoming tide, was a large boat standing in towards them, with 
three women and a little child in it. A boatman was rowing, 
and a little man in a pink-ribboned straw hat and whites stood 
in the stern hailing them. For a moment, of course, Mr. Fison 
thought of help, and then he thought of the child. He abandoned 
his oar forthwith, threw up his arms in a frantic gesture, and 
screamed to the party in the boat to keep away ‘for God’s sake!’ 
It says much for the modesty and courage of Mr. Fison that he 
does not seem to be aware that there was any quality of heroism 
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in his action at this juncture. The oar he had abandoned was 
at once drawn under, and presently reappeared floating about 
twenty yards away. 

At the same moment Mr. Fison felt the boat under him lurch 
violently, and a hoarse scream, a prolonged cry of terror from 
Hill, the boatman, caused him to forget the party of excursion- 
ists altogether. He turned, and saw Hill crouching by the forward 
row-lock, his face convulsed with terror, and his right arm over 
the side and drawn tightly down. He gave now a succession 
of short, sharp cries, ‘Oh! oh! oh! — oh!’ Mr. Fison believes that 
he must have been hacking at the tentacles below the water-line, 
and have been grasped by them, but, of course, it is quite 
impossible to say now certainly what had happened. The boat 
was heeling over, so that the gunwale was within ten inches of 
the water, and both Ewan and the other labourer were striking 
down into the water, with oar and boat-hook, on either side of 
Hill’s arm. Mr. Fison instinctively placed himself to counterpoise 
them. 

Then Hill, who was a burly, powerful man, made a strenuous 
effort, and rose almost to a standing position. He lifted his arm, 
indeed, clean out of the water. Hanging to it was a complicated 
tangle of brown ropes, and the eyes of one of the brutes that 
had hold of him, glaring straight and resolute, showed momen- 
tarily above the surface. The boat heeled more and more, and 
the green-brown water came pouring in a cascade over the side. 
Then Hill slipped and fell with his ribs across the side, and his 
arm and the mass of tentacles about it splashed back into the 
water. He rolled over; his boot kicked Mr. Fison’s knee as that 
gentleman rushed forward to seize him, and in another moment 
fresh tentacles had whipped about his waist and neck, and after 
a brief, convulsive struggle, in which the oes was nearly 
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capsized, Hill was lugged overboard. The boat righted with a 
violent jerk that all but sent Mr. Fison over the other side, and 
hid the struggle in the water from his eyes. 

He stood staggering to recover his balance for a moment, 
and as he did so he became aware that the struggle and the 
inflowing tide had carried them close upon the weedy rocks 
again. Not four yards off a table of rock still rose in rhythmic 
movements above the in-wash of the tide. In a moment Mr. 
Fison seized the oar from Ewan, gave one vigorous stroke, then 
dropping it, ran to the bows and leapt. He felt his feet slide 
over the rock, and, by a frantic effort, leapt again towards a 
further mass. He stumbled over this, came to his knees, and 
rose again. 

‘Look out!’ cried someone, and a large drab body struck him. 
He was knocked flat into a tidal pool by one of the workmen, 
and as he went down he heard smothered, choking cries, that 
he believed at the time came from Hill. Then he found himself 
marvelling at the shrillness and variety of Hill’s voice. Someone 
jumped over him, and a curving rush of foamy water poured 
over him, and passed. He scrambled to his feet dripping, and 
without looking seaward, ran as fast as his terror would let him 
shoreward. Before him, over the flat space of scattered rocks, 
stumbled the two work-men — one a dozen yards in front of 
the other. 

He looked over his shoulder at last, and seeing that he was 
not pursued, faced about. He was astonished. From the moment 
of the rising of the cephalopods out of the water he had been 
acting too swiftly to fully comprehend his actions. Now it 
seemed to him as if he had suddenly jumped out of an evil 
dream. 

For there were the sky, cloudless and blazing with the after- 
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noon sun, the sea weltering under its pitiless brightness, the 
soft creamy foam of the breaking water, and the low, long, dark 
ridges of rock. The righted boat floated, rising and falling gently 
on the swell about a dozen yards from shore. Hill and the 
monsters, all the stress and tumult of that fierce fight for life, 
had vanished as though they had never been. 

Mr. Fison’s heart was beating violently; he was throbbing to 
the finger-tips, and his breath came deep. 

There was something missing. For some seconds he could 
not think clearly enough what this might be. Sun, sky, sea, rocks 
— what was it? Then he remembered the boat-load of excursion- 
ists. It had vanished. He wondered whether he had imagined 
it. He turned, and saw the two workmen standing side by side 
under the projecting masses of the tall pink cliffs. He hesitated 
whether he should make one last attempt to save the man Hill. 
His physical excitement seemed to desert him suddenly, and 
leave him aimless and helpless. He turned shoreward, stumbling 
and wading towards his two companions. 

He looked back again, and there were now two boats floating, 
and the one farthest out at sea pitched clumsily, bottom upward. 


So it was Haploteuthis ferox made its appearance upon the 
Devonshire coast. So far, this has been its most serious aggres- 
sion. Mr. Fison’s account, taken together with the wave of 
boating and bathing casualties to which I have already alluded, 
and the absence of fish from the Cornish coasts that year, 
points clearly to a shoal of these voracious deep-sea monsters 
prowling slowly along the sub-tidal coast-line. Hunger migra- 
tion has, I know, been suggested as the force that drove them 
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hither; but, for my own part, I prefer to believe the alternative 
theory of Hemsley. Hemsley holds that a pack or shoal of these 
creatures may have become enamoured of human flesh by the 
accident of a foundered ship sinking among them, and have 
wandered in search of it out of their accustomed zone; first 
waylaying and following ships, and so coming to our shores 
in the wake of the Atlantic traffic. But to discuss Hemsley’s 
cogent and admirably-stated arguments would be out of place 
here. 

It would seem that the appetites of the shoal were satisfied 
by the catch of eleven people — for, so far as can be ascertained, 
there were ten people in the second boat, and certainly these 
creatures gave no further signs of their presence off Sidmouth 
that day. The coast between Seaton and Budleigh Salterton was 
patrolled all that evening and night by four Preventive Service 
boats, the men in which were armed with harpoons and 
cutlasses, and as the evening advanced, a number of more or 
less similarly equipped expeditions, organized by private indi- 
viduals, joined them. Mr. Fison took no part in any of these 
expeditions. 

About midnight excited hails were heard from a boat about 
a couple of miles out at sea to the south-east of Sidmouth, and 
a lantern was seen waving in a strange manner to and fro and 
up and down. The nearer boats at once hurried towards the 
alarm. The venturesome occupants of the boat--a seaman, a 
curate, and two schoolboys — had actually seen the monsters 
passing under their boat. The creatures, it seems, like most 
deep-sea organisms, were phosphorescent, and they had been 
floating, five fathoms deep or so, like creatures of moonshine 
through the blackness of the water, their tentacles retracted and 
as if asleep, rolling over and over, and moving slowly in a 
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wedge-like formation towards the south-east. 

These people told their story in gesticulated fragments, as 
first one boat drew alongside and then another. At last there 
was a little fleet of eight or nine boats collected together, and 
from them a tumult, like the chatter of a market-place, rose into 
the stillness of the night. There was little or no disposition to 
pursue the shoal, the people had neither weapons nor experience 
for such a dubious chase, and presently--even with a certain 
relief, it may be--the boats turned shoreward. 

And now to tell what is perhaps the most astonishing fact 
in this whole astonishing raid. We have not the slightest knowl- 
edge of the subsequent movements of the shoal, although the 
whole south-west coast was now alert for it. But it may, perhaps, 
be significant that a cachalot was stranded off Sark on June 3. 
Two weeks and three days after this Sidmouth affair, a living 
Haploteuthis came ashore on Calais sands. It was alive, because 
several witnesses saw its tentacles moving in a convulsive way. 
But it is probable that it was dying. A gentleman named Pouchet 
obtained a rifle and shot it. 

That was the last appearance of a living Haploteuthis. No 
others were seen on the French coast. On the 15th of June a 
dead carcass, almost complete, was washed ashore near 
Torquay, and a few days later a boat from the Marine Biological 
station, engaged in dredging off Plymouth, picked up a rotting 
specimen, slashed deeply with a cutlass wound. How the 
former had come by its death it is impossible to say. And on 
the last day of June, Mr. Egbert Caine, an artist, bathing near 
Newlyn, threw up his arms, shrieked, and was drawn under. 
A friend bathing with him made no attempt to save him, but 
swam at once for the shore. This is the last fact to tell of this 
extraordinary raid from the deeper sea. Whetherit is really the 
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last of these horrible creatures it is, as yet, premature to say. 
But it is believed, and certainly it is to be hoped, that they have 
returned now, and returned for good, to the sunless depths of 
the middle seas, out of which they have so strangely and so 
mysteriously arisen. 


THE PLATTNER STORY 


eT lool yo 


Whether the story of Gottfried Plattner is to be credited or not 
is a pretty question in the value of evidence. On the one hand, 
we have seven witnesses — to be perfectly exact, we have six 
and a half pairs of eyes, and one undeniable fact; and on the 
other we have — what is it? — prejudice, common-sense, the 
inertia of opinion. Never were there seven more honest-seeming 
witnesses; never was there a more undeniable fact than the 
inversion of Gottfried Plattner’s anatomical structure, and — 
never was there a more preposterous story than the one they 
have to tell! The most preposterous part of the story is the 
worthy Gottfried’s contribution (for I count him as one of the 
seven). Heaven forbid that I should be led into giving counte- 
nance to superstition by a passion for impartiality, and so come 
to share the fate of Eusapia’s patrons! Frankly, I believe there 
is something crooked about this business of Gottfried Plattner; 
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but what that crooked factor is, I will admit as frankly, I do not 
know. I have been surprised at the credit accorded to the story 
in the most unexpected and authoritative quarters. The fairest 
way to the reader, however, will be for me to tell it without 
further comment. 

Gottfried Plattner is, in spite of his name, a freeborn 
Englishman. His father was an Alsatian who came to England 
in the ‘sixties, married a respectable English girl of unexcep- 
tionable antecedents, and died, after a wholesome and uneventful 
life (devoted, I understand, chiefly to the laying of parquet 
flooring), in 1887. Gottfried’s age is seven-and-twenty. He is, 
by virtue of his heritage of three languages, Modern Languages 
Master in a small private school in the south of England. To 
the casual observer he is singularly like any other Modern 
Languages Master in any other small private school. His 
costume is neither very costly nor very fashionable, but, on the 
other hand, it is not markedly cheap or shabby; his complexion, 
like his height and his bearing, is inconspicuous. You would 
notice, perhaps, that, like the majority of people, his face was 
not absolutely symmetrical, his right eye a little larger than the 
left, and his jaw a trifle heavier on the right side. If you, as an 
ordinary careless person, were to bare his chest and feel his 
heart beating, you would probably find it quite like the heart 
of anyone else. But here you and the trained observer would 
part company. If you found his heart quite ordinary, the trained 
observer would find it quite otherwise. And once the thing was 
pointed out to you, you too would perceive the peculiarity 
easily enough. It is that Gottfried’s heart beats on the right side 
of his body. 

Now, that is not the only singularity of Gottfried’s structure, 
although it is the only one that would appeal to the untrained 
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mind. Careful sounding of Gottfried’s internal arrangements by 
a well-known surgeon seems to point to the fact that all the 
other unsymmetrical parts of his body are similarly misplaced. 
The right lobe of his liver is on the left side, the left on his right; 
while his lungs, too, are similarly contraposed. What is still 
more singular, unless Gottfried is a consummate actor, we must 
believe that his right hand has recently become his left. Since 
the occurrences we are about to consider (as impartially as 
possible), he has found the utmost difficulty in writing, except 
from right to left across the paper with his left hand. He cannot 
throw with his right hand, he is perplexed at meal-times between 
knife and fork, and his ideas of the rule of the road — he is a 
cyclist — are still a dangerous confusion. And there is not a scrap 
of evidence to show that before these occurrences Gottfried was 
at all left-handed. 

There is yet another wonderful fact in this preposterous 
business. Gottfried produces three photographs of himself. You 
have him at the age of five or six, thrusting fat legs at you 
from under a plaid frock, and scowling. In that photograph his 
left eye is a little larger than his right, and his jaw is a trifle 
heavier on the left side. This is the reverse of his present living 
condition. The photograph of Gottfried at fourteen seems to 
contradict these facts, but that is because it is one of those cheap 
‘Gem’ photographs that were then in vogue, taken direct upon 
metal, and therefore reversing things just as a looking-glass 
would. The third photograph represents him at one-and-twenty, 
and confirms the record of the others. There seems here evidence 
of the strongest confirmatory character that Gottfried has 
exchanged his left side for his right. Yet how a human being 
can be so changed, short of a fantastic and pointless miracle, it 
is exceedingly hard to suggest. 
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In one way, of course, these facts might be explicable on the 
supposition that Plattner has undertaken an elaborate mystifi- 
cation, on the strength of his heart's displacement. Photographs 
may be faked, and left-handedness imitated. But the character 
of the man does not lend itself to any such theory. He is quiet, 
practical, unobtrusive, and thoroughly sane, from the Nordau 
standpoint. He likes beer, and smokes moderately, takes walking 
exercise daily, and has a healthily high estimate of the value of 
his teaching. He has a good but untrained tenor voice, and takes 
a pleasure in singing airs of a popular and cheerful character. 
He is fond, but not morbidly fond, of reading, - chiefly fiction 
pervaded with a vaguely pious optimism,--sleeps well, and 
rarely dreams. He is, in fact, the very last person to evolve a 
fantastic fable. Indeed, so far from forcing this story upon the 
world, he has been singularly reticent on the matter. He meets 
enquirers with a certain engaging--bashfulness is almost the 
word, that disarms the most suspicious. He seems genuinely 
ashamed that anything so unusual has occurred to him. 

It is to be regretted that Plattner’s aversion to the idea of 
post-mortem dissection may postpone, perhaps for ever, the 
positive proof that his entire body has had its left and right 
sides transposed. Upon that fact mainly the credibility of his 
story hangs. There is no way of taking a man and moving him 
about in space as ordinary people understand space, that will 
result in our changing his sides. Whatever you do, his right is 
still his right, his left his left. You can do that with a perfectly 
thin and flat thing, of course. If you were to cut a figure out of 
paper, any figure with a right and left side, you could change 
its sides simply by lifting it up and turning it over. But with a 
solid it is different. Mathematical theorists tell us that the only 
way in which the right and left sides of a solid body can be 
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changed is by taking that body clean out of space as we know 
it, — taking it out of ordinary existence, that is, and turning it 
somewhere outside space. This is a little abstruse, no doubt, 
but anyone with any knowledge of mathematical theory will 
assure the reader of its truth. To put the thing in technical 
language, the curious inversion of Plattner’s right and left sides 
is proof that he has moved out of our space into what is called 
the Fourth Dimension, and that he has returned again to our 
world. Unless we choose to consider ourselves the victims of 
an elaborate and motiveless fabrication, we are almost bound 
to believe that this has occurred. 

So much for the tangible facts. We come now to the account 
of the phenomena that attended his temporary disappearance 
from the world. It appears that in the Sussexville Proprietary 
School, Plattner not only discharged the duties of Modern 
Languages Master, but also taught chemistry, commercial geog- 
raphy, bookkeeping, shorthand, drawing, and any other 
additional subject to which the changing fancies of the boys’ 
parents might direct attention. He knew little or nothing of 
these various subjects, but in secondary as distinguished from 
Board or elementary schools, knowledge in the teacher is, very 
properly, by no means so necessary as high moral character and 
gentlemanly tone. In chemistry he was particularly deficient, 
knowing, he says, nothing beyond the Three Gases (whatever 
the three gases may be). As, however, his pupils began by 
knowing nothing, and derived all their information from him, 
this caused him (or anyone) but little inconvenience for several 
terms. Then a little boy named Whibble joined the school, who 
had been educated (it seems) by some mischievous relative into 
an inquiring habit of mind. This little boy followed Plattner’s 
lessons with marked and sustained interest, and in order to 
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exhibit his zeal on the subject, brought, at various times, 
substances for Plattner to analyse. Plattner, flattered by this 
evidence of his power of awakening interest, and trusting to 
the boy’s ignorance, analysed these, and even, made general 
statements as to their composition. Indeed, he was so far stim- 
ulated by his pupil as to obtain a work upon analytical 
chemistry, and study it during his supervision of the evening’s 
preparation. He was surprised to find chemistry quite an inter- 
esting subject. 

So far the story is absolutely commonplace. But now the 
greenish powder comes upon the scene. The source of that 
greenish powder seems, unfortunately, lost. Master Whibble 
tells a tortuous story of finding it done up in a packet in a 
disused limekiln near the Downs. It would have been an excel- 
lent thing for Plattner, and possibly for Master Whibble’s family, 
if a match could have been applied to that powder there and 
then. The young gentleman certainly did not bring it to school 
in a packet, but in a common eight-ounce graduated medicine 
bottle, plugged with masticated newspaper. He gave it to 
Plattner at the end of the afternoon school. Four boys had been 
detained after school prayers in order to complete some 
neglected tasks, and Plattner was supervising these in the small 
class room in which the chemical teaching was conducted. The 
appliances for the practical teaching of chemistry in the 
Sussexville Proprietary School, as in most small schools in this 
country, are characterized by a severe simplicity. They are kept 
in a small cupboard standing in a recess, and having about the 
same capacity as a common travelling trunk. Plattner, being 
bored with his passive superintendence, seems to have welcomed 
the intervention of Whibble with his green powder as an agree- 
able diversion, and, unlocking this cupboard, proceeded at once 
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with his analytical experiments. Whibble sat, luckily for himself, 
at a safe distance, regarding him. The four malefactors, feigning 
a profound absorption in their work, watched him furtively 
with the keenest interest. For even within the limits of the Three 
Gases, Plattner’s practical chemistry was, I understand, temer- 
arious. 

They are practically unanimous in their account of Plattner’s 
proceedings. He poured a little of the green powder into a test- 
tube, and tried the substance with water, hydrochloric acid, 
nitric acid, and sulphuric acid in succession. Getting no result, 
he emptied out a little heap — nearly half the bottleful, in fact 
— upon a slate and tried a match. He held the medicine bottle 
in his left hand. The stuff began to smoke and melt, and then 
exploded with deafening violence and a blinding flash. 

The five boys, seeing the flash and being prepared for 
catastrophes, ducked below their desks, and were none of them 
seriously hurt. The window was blown out into the playground, 
and the blackboard on its easel was upset. The slate was smashed 
to atoms. Some plaster fell from the ceiling. No other damage 
was done to the school edifice or appliances, and the boys at 
first, seeing nothing of Plattner, fancied he was knocked down 
and lying out of their sight below the desks. They jumped out 
of their places to go to his assistance, and were amazed to find 
the space empty. Being still confused by the sudden violence 
of the report, they hurried to the open door, under the impres- 
sion that he must have been hurt, and have rushed out of the 
room. But Carson, the foremost, nearly collided in the doorway 
with the principal, Mr. Lidgett. 

Mr. Lidgett is a corpulent, excitable man with one eye. The 
boys describe him as stumbling into the room mouthing some 
of those tempered expletives irritable schoolmasters accustom 
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themselves to use — lest worse befall. ‘Wretched mumchancer!’ 
he said. ‘Where's Mr. Plattner?’ The boys are agreed on the very 
words. (‘Wobbler,’ ‘snivelling puppy,’ and ‘mumchancer’ are, 
it seems, among the ordinary small change of Mr. Lidgett’s 
scholastic commerce.) 

Where's Mr. Plattner? That was a question that was to be 
repeated many times in the next few days. It really seemed as 
though that frantic hyperbole, ‘blown to atoms,’ had for once 
realized itself. There was not a visible particle of Plattner to be 
seen; not a drop of blood nor a stitch of clothing to be found. 
Apparently he had been blown clean out of existence and left 
not a wrack behind. Not so much as would cover a sixpenny 
piece, to quote a proverbial expression! The evidence of his 
absolute disappearance as a consequence of that explosion is 
indubitable. 

Itis not necessary to enlarge here upon the commotion excited 
in the Sussexville Proprietary School, and in Sussexville and 
elsewhere, by this event. It is quite possible, indeed, that some 
of the readers of these pages may recall the hearing of some 
remote and dying version of that excitement during the last 
summer holidays. Lidgett, it would seem, did everything in his 
power to suppress and minimize the story. He instituted a 
penalty of twenty-five lines for any mention of Plattner’s name 
among the boys, and stated in the schoolroom that he was 
clearly aware of his assistant’s whereabouts. He was afraid, he 
explains, that the possibility of an explosion happening, in spite 
of the elaborate precautions taken to minimize the practical 
teaching of chemistry, might injure the reputation of the school; 
and so might any mysterious quality in Plattner’s departure. 
Indeed, he did everything in his power to make the occurrence 
seem as ordinary as possible. In particular, he cross-examined 
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the five eye-witnesses of the occurrence so searchingly that they 
began to doubt the plain evidence of their senses. But, in spite 
of these efforts, the tale, in a magnified and distorted state, 
made a nine days’ wonder in the district, and several parents 
withdrew their sons on colourable pretexts. Not the least 
remarkable point in the matter is the fact that a large number 
of people in the neighbourhood dreamed singularly vivid 
dreams of Plattner during the period of excitement before his 
return, and that these dreams had a curious uniformity. In almost 
all of them Plattner was seen, sometimes singly, sometimes in 
company, wandering about through a coruscating iridescence. 
In all cases his face was pale and distressed, and in some he 
gesticulated towards the dreamer. One or two of the boys, 
evidently under the influence of nightmare, fancied that Plattner 
approached them with remarkable swiftness, and seemed to 
look closely into their very eyes. Others fled with Plattner from 
the pursuit of vague and extraordinary creatures of a globular 
shape. But all these fancies were forgotten in inquiries and 
speculations when on the Wednesday next but one after the 
Monday of the explosion, Plattner returned. 

The circumstances of his return were as singular as those of 
his departure. So far as Mr. Lidgett’s somewhat choleric outline 
can be filled in from Plattner’s hesitating statements, it would 
appear that on Wednesday evening, towards the hour of sunset, 
the former gentleman, having dismissed evening preparation, 
was engaged in his garden, picking and eating strawberries, a 
fruit of which he is inordinately fond. It is a large old-fashioned 
garden, secured from observation, fortunately, by a high and 
ivy-covered red-brick wall. Just as he was stooping over a 
particularly prolific plant, there was a flash in the air and a 
heavy thud, and before he could look round, some heavy body 
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struck him violently from behind. He was pitched forward, 
crushing the strawberries he held in his hand, and that so 
roughly, that his silk hat - Mr. Lidgett adheres to the older ideas 
of scholastic costume — was driven violently down upon his 
forehead, and almost over one eye. This heavy missile, which 
slid over him sideways and collapsed into a sitting posture 
among the strawberry plants, proved to be our long-lost Mr. 
Gottfried Plattner, in an extremely dishevelled condition. He 
was collarless and hatless, his linen was dirty, and there was 
blood upon his hands. Mr. Lidgett was so indignant and 
surprised that he remained on all-fours, and with his hat jammed 
down on his eye, while he expostulated vehemently with 
Plattner for his disrespectful and unaccountable conduct. 

This scarcely idyllic scene completes what I may call the 
exterior version of the Plattner story — its exoteric aspect. It is 
quite unnecessary to enter here into all the details of his 
dismissal by Mr. Lidgett. Such details, with the full names and 
dates and references, will be found in the larger report of these 
occurrences that was laid before the Society for the Investigation 
of Abnormal Phenomena. The singular transposition of Plattner’s 
right and left sides was scarcely observed for the first day or 
so, and then first in connection with his disposition to write 
from right to left across the blackboard. He concealed rather 
than ostended this curious confirmatory circumstance, as he 
considered it would unfavourably affect his prospects in a new 
situation. The displacement of his heart was discovered some 
months after, when he was having a tooth extracted under 
anaesthetics. He then, very unwillingly, allowed a cursory 
surgical examination to be made of himself, with a view to a 
brief account in the Journal of Anatomy. That exhausts the state- 
ment of the material facts; and we may now go on to consider 
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Plattner’s account of the matter. 

But first let us clearly differentiate between the preceding 
portion of this story and what is to follow. All I have told thus 
far is established by such evidence as even a criminal lawyer 
would approve. Every one of the witnesses is still alive; the 
reader, if he have the leisure, may hunt the lads out to-morrow, 
or even brave the terrors of the redoubtable Lidgett, and 
cross-examine and trap and test to his heart’s content; Gottfried 
Plattner himself, and his twisted heart and his three photo- 
graphs, are producible. It may be taken as proved that he did 
disappear for nine days as the consequence of an explosion; 
that he returned almost as violently, under circumstances in 
their nature annoying to Mr. Lidgett, whatever the details of 
those circumstances may be; and that he returned inverted, just 
as a reflection returns from a mirror. From the last fact, as I 
have already stated, it follows almost inevitably that Plattner, 
during those nine days, must have been in some state of exist- 
ence altogether out of space. The evidence to these statements 
is, indeed, far stronger than that upon which most murderers 
are hanged. But for his own particular account of where he had 
been, with its confused explanations and wellnigh self-contra- 
dictory details, we have only Mr. Gottfried Plattner’s word. I 
do not wish to discredit that, but I must point out — what so 
many writers upon obscure psychic phenomena fail to do — that 
we are passing here from the practically undeniable to that kind 
of matter which any reasonable man is entitled to believe or 
reject as he thinks proper. The previous statements render it 
plausible; its discordance with common experience tilts it 
towards the incredible. I would prefer not to sway the beam of 
the reader’s judgement either way, but simply to tell the story 


as Plattner told it me. j 
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He gave me his narrative, I may state, at my house at 
Chislehurst, and so soon as he had left me that evening, I went 
into my study and wrote down everything as I remembered it. 
Subsequently he was good enough to read over a type-written 
copy, so that its substantial correctness is undeniable. 

He states that at the moment of the explosion he distinctly 
thought he was killed. He felt lifted off his feet and driven 
forcibly backward. It is a curious fact for psychologists that he 
thought clearly during his backward flight, and wondered 
whether he should hit the chemistry cupboard or the blackboard 
easel. His heels struck ground, and he staggered and fell heavily 
into a sitting position on something soft and firm. For a moment 
the concussion stunned him. He became aware at once of a 
vivid scent of singed hair, and he seemed to hear the voice of 
Lidgett asking for him. You will understand that for a time his 
mind was greatly confused. 

At first he was under the impression that he was still standing 
in the class room. He perceived quite distinctly the surprise of 
the boys and the entry of Mr. Lidgett. He is quite positive upon 
that score. He did not hear their remarks; but that he ascribed 
to the deafening effect of the experiment. Things about him 
seemed curiously dark and faint, but his mind explained that 
on the obvious but mistaken idea that the explosion had engen- 
dered a huge volume of dark smoke. Through the dimness the 
figures of Lidgett and the boys moved, as faint and silent as 
ghosts. Plattner’s face still tingled with the stinging heat of the 
flash. He, was, he says, ‘all muddled.’ His first definite thoughts 
seem to have been of his personal safety. He thought he was 
perhaps blinded and deafened. He felt his limbs and face in a 
gingerly manner. Then his perceptions grew clearer, and he was 
astonished to miss the old familiar desks and other schoolroom 
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furniture about him. Only dim, uncertain, grey shapes stood in 
the place of these. Then came a thing that made him shout 
aloud, and awoke his stunned faculties to instant activity. Two 
of the boys, gesticulating, walked one after the other clean through 
him! Neither manifested the slightest consciousness of his pres- 
ence. It is difficult to imagine the sensation he felt. They came 
against him, he says, with no more force than a wisp of mist. 

Plattner’s first thought after that was that he was dead. 
Having been brought up with thoroughly sound views in these 
matters, however, he was a little surprised to find his body still 
about him. His second conclusion was that he was not dead, 
but that the others were: that the explosion had destroyed the 
Sussexville Proprietary School and every soul in it except 
himself. But that, too, was scarcely satisfactory. He was thrown 
back upon astonished observation. 

Everything about him was profoundly dark: at first it seemed 
to have an altogether ebony blackness. Overhead was a black 
firmament. The only touch of light in the scene was a faint 
greenish glow at the edge of the sky in one direction, which 
threw into prominence a horizon of undulating black hills. This, 
I say, was his impression at first. As his eye grew accustomed 
to the darkness, he began to distinguish a faint quality of differ- 
entiating greenish colour in the circumambient night. Against 
this background the furniture and occupants of the class room, 
it seems, stood out like phosphorescent spectres, faint and impal- 
pable. He extended his hand, and thrust it without an effort 
through the wall of the room by the fireplace. 

He describes himself as making a strenuous effort to attract 
attention. He shouted to Lidgett, and tried to seize the boys as 
they went to and fro. He only desisted from these attempts 
when Mrs. Lidgett, whom he (as an Assistant Master) naturally 
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disliked, entered the room. He says the sensation of being in 
the world, and yet not a part of it, was an extraordinarily disa- 
greeable one. He compared his feelings, not inaptly, to those of 
a cat watching a mouse through a window. Whenever he made 
a motion to communicate with the dim, familiar world about 
him, he found an invisible, incomprehensible barrier preventing 
intercourse. 

He then turned his attention to his solid environment. He 
found the medicine bottle still unbroken in his hand, with the 
remainder of the green powder therein. He put this in his pocket, 
and began to feel about him. Apparently he was sitting on a 
boulder of rock covered with a velvety moss. The dark country 
about him he was unable to see, the faint, misty picture of the 
schoolroom blotting it out, but he had a feeling (due perhaps 
to a cold wind) that he was near the crest of a hill, and that a 
steep valley fell away beneath his feet. The green glow along 
the edge of the sky seemed to be growing in extent and inten- 
sity. He stood up, rubbing his eyes. 

It would seem that he made a few steps, going steeply down- 
hill, and then stumbled, nearly fell, and sat down again upon 
a jagged mass of rock to watch the dawn. He became aware 
that the world about him was absolutely silent. It was as still 
as it was dark, and though there was a cold wind blowing up 
the hill-face, the rustle of grass, the soughing of the boughs that 
should have accompanied it, were absent. He could hear, there- 
fore, if he could not see, that the hillside upon which he stood 
was rocky and desolate. The green grew brighter every moment, 
and as it did so a faint, transparent blood-red mingled with, 
but did not mitigate, the blackness of the sky overhead and the 
rocky desolations about him. Having regard to what follows, I 
am inclined to think that that redness may have been an optical 
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effect due to contrast. Something black fluttered momentarily 
against the livid yellow-green of the lower sky, and then the 
thin and penetrating voice of a bell rose out of the black gulf 
below him. An oppressive expectation grew with the growing 
light. 

It is probable that an hour or more elapsed while he sat there, 
the strange green light growing brighter every moment, and 
spreading slowly, in flamboyant fingers, upward towards the 
zenith. As it grew, the spectral vision of our world became 
relatively or absolutely fainter. Probably both, for the time must 
have been about that of our earthly sunset. So far as his vision 
of our world went, Plattner, by his few steps downhill, had 
passed through the floor of the class room, and was now, it 
seemed, sitting in mid-air in the larger schoolroom downstairs. 
He saw the boarders distinctly, but much more faintly than he 
had seen Lidgett. They were preparing their evening tasks, and 
he noticed with interest that several were cheating with their 
Euclid riders by means of a crib, a compilation whose existence 
he had hitherto never suspected. As the time passed, they faded 
steadily, as steadily as the light of the green dawn increased. 

Looking down into the valley, he saw that the light had crept 
far down its rocky sides, and that the profound blackness of 
the abyss was now broken by a minute green glow, like the 
light of a glow-worm. And almost immediately the limb of a 
huge heavenly body of blazing green rose over the basaltic 
undulations of the distant hills, and the monstrous hill-masses 
about him came out gaunt and desolate, in green light and 
deep, ruddy black shadows. He became aware of a vast number 
of ball-shaped objects drifting as thistledown drifts over the 
high ground. There were none of these nearer to him than the 
opposite side of the gorge. The bell below twanged quicker and 
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quicker, with something like impatient insistence, and several 
lights moved hither and thither. The boys at work at their desks 
were now almost imperceptibly faint. 

This extinction of our world, when the green sun of this other 
universe rose, is a curious point upon which Plattner insists. 
During the Other-World night it is difficult to move about, on 
account of the vividness with which the things of this world 
are visible. It becomes a riddle to explain why, if this is the case, 
we in this world catch no glimpse of the Other-World. It is due, 
perhaps, to the comparatively vivid illumination of this world 
of ours. Plattner describes the midday of the Other-World, at 
its brightest, as not being nearly so bright as this world at full 
moon, while its night is profoundly black. Consequently, the 
amount of light, even in an ordinary dark room, is sufficient to 
render the things of the Other-World invisible, on the same 
principle that faint phosphorescence is only visible in the 
profoundest darkness. I have tried, since he told me his story, 
to see something of the Other-World by sitting for a long space 
in a photographer’s dark room at night. I have certainly seen 
indistinctly the form of greenish slopes and rocks, but only, I 
must admit, very indistinctly indeed. The reader may possibly 
be more successful. Plattner tells me that since his return he 
has dreamt and seen and recognized places in the Other-World, 
but this is probably due to his memory of these scenes. It seems 
quite possible that people with unusually keen eyesight may 
occasionally catch a glimpse of this strange Other-World about 
us. 

However, this is a digression. As the green sun rose, a long 
street of black buildings became perceptible, though only darkly 
and indistinctly, in the gorge, and after some hesitation, Plattner 
began to clamber down the precipitous descent towards them. 
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The descent was long and exceedingly tedious, being so not 
only by the extraordinary steepness, but also by reason of the 
looseness of the boulders with which the whole face of the hill 
was strewn. The noise of his descent — now and then his heels 
struck fire from the rocks — seemed now the only sound in the 
universe, for the beating of the bell had ceased. As he drew 
nearer, he perceived that the various edifices had a singular 
resemblance to tombs and mausoleums and monuments, saving 
only that they were all uniformly black instead of being white, 
as most sepulchres are. And then he saw, crowding out of the 
largest building, very much as people disperse from church, a 
number of pallid, rounded, pale-green figures. These dispersed 
in several directions about the broad street of the place, some 
going through side alleys and reappearing upon the steepness 
of the hill, others entering some of the small black buildings 
which lined the way. 

At the sight of these things drifting up towards him, Plattner 
stopped, staring. They were not walking, they were indeed 
limbless, and they had the appearance of human heads, beneath 
which a tadpole-like body swung. He was too astonished at 
their strangeness, too full, indeed, of strangeness, to be seriously 
alarmed by them. They drove towards him, in front of the chill 
wind that was blowing uphill, much as soap-bubbles drive 
before a draught. And as he looked at the nearest of those 
approaching, he saw it was indeed a human head, albeit with 
singularly large eyes, and wearing such an expression of distress 
and anguish as he had never seen before upon mortal counte- 
nance. He was surprised to find that it did not turn to regard 
him, but seemed to be watching and following some unseen 


moving thing. For a moment he was puzzled, and then it 
occurred to him that this creature was watching with its enor- 


H. G. WELLS 


mous eyes something that was happening in the world he had 
just left. Nearer it came, and nearer, and he was too astonished 
to cry out. It made a very faint fretting sound as it came close 
to him. Then it struck his face with a gentle pat — its touch was 
very cold — and drove past him, and upward towards the crest 
of the hill. 

An extraordinary conviction flashed across Plattner’s mind 
that this head had a strong likeness to Lidgett. Then he turned 
his attention to the other heads that were now swarming thickly 
up the hill-side. None made the slightest sign of recognition. 
One or two, indeed, came close to his head and almost followed 
the example of the first, but he dodged convulsively out of the 
way. Upon most of them he saw the same expression of 
unavailing regret he had seen upon the first, and heard the 
same faint sounds of wretchedness from them. One or two wept, 
and one rolling swiftly uphill wore an expression of diabolical 
rage. But others were cold, and several had a look of gratified 
interest in their eyes. One, at least, was almost in an ecstasy of 
happiness. Plattner does not remember that he recognized any 
more likenesses in those he saw at this time. 

For several hours, perhaps, Plattner watched these strange 
things dispersing themselves over the hills, and not till long 
after they had ceased to issue from the clustering black buildings 
in the gorge, did he resume his downward climb. The darkness 
about him increased so much that he had a difficulty in stepping 
true. Overhead the sky was now a bright, pale green. He felt 
neither hunger nor thirst. Later, when he did, he found a chilly 
stream running down the centre of the gorge, and the rare moss 
upon the boulders, when he tried it at last in desperation, was 
good to eat. 

He groped about among the tombs that ran down the gorge, 
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seeking vaguely for some clue to these inexplicable things. After 
a long time he came to the entrance of the big mausoleum-like 
building from which the heads had issued. In this he found a 
group of green lights burning upon a kind of basaltic altar, and 
a bell-rope from a belfry overhead hanging down into the centre 
of the place. Round the wall ran a lettering of fire in a character 
unknown to him. While he was still wondering at the purport 
of these things, he heard the receding tramp of heavy feet 
echoing far down the street. He ran out into the darkness again, 
but he could see nothing. He had a mind to pull the bell-rope, 
and finally decided to follow the footsteps. But, although he 
ran far, he never overtook them; and his shouting was of no 
avail. The gorge seemed to extend an interminable distance. It 
was as dark as earthly starlight throughout its length, while the 
ghastly green day lay along the upper edge of its precipices. 
There were none of the heads, now, below. They were all, it 
seemed, busily occupied along the upper slopes. Looking up, 
he saw them drifting hither and thither, some hovering 
stationary, some flying swiftly through the air. It reminded him, 
he said, of ‘big snowflakes’; only these were black and pale 
green. 

In pursuing the firm, undeviating footsteps that he never 
overtook, in groping into new regions of this endless devil’s 
dyke, in clambering up and down the pitiless heights, in 
wandering about the summits, and in watching the drifting 
faces, Plattner states that he spent the better part of seven or 
eight days. He did not keep count, he says. Though once or 
twice he found eyes watching him, he had word with no living 
soul. He slept among the rocks on the hillside. In the gorge 
things earthly were invisible, because, from the earthly stand- 
point, it was far underground. On the altitudes, so soon as the 
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earthly day began, the world became visible to him. He found 
himself sometimes stumbling over the dark green rocks, or 
arresting himself on a precipitous brink, while all about him 
the green branches of the Sussexville lanes were swaying; or, 
again, he seemed to be walking through the Sussexville streets, 
or watching unseen the private business of some household. 
And then it was he discovered, that to almost every human 
being in our world there pertained some of these drifting heads; 
that everyone in the world is watched intermittently by these 
helpless disembodiments. 

What are they — these Watchers of the Living? Plattner never 
learned. But two, that presently found and followed him, were 
like his childhood’s memory of his father and mother. Now and 
then other faces turned their eyes upon him: eyes like those of 
dead people who had swayed him, or injured him, or helped 
him in his youth and manhood. Whenever they looked at him, 
Plattner was overcome with a strange sense of responsibility. 
To his mother he ventured to speak; but she made no answer. 
She looked sadly, steadfastly, and tenderly — a little reproach- 
fully, too, it seemed — into his eyes. 

He simply tells this story: he does not endeavour to explain. 
We are left to surmise who these Watchers of the Living may 
be, or, if they are indeed the Dead, why they should so closely 
and passionately watch a world they have left for ever. It may 
be--indeed to my mind it seems just — that, when our life has 
closed, when evil or good is no longer a choice for us, we may 
still have to witness the working out of the train of consequences 
we have laid. If human souls continue after death, then surely 
human interests continue after death. But that is merely my 
own guess at the meaning of the things seen. Plattner offers no 
interpretation, for none was given him. It is well the reader 
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should understand this clearly. Day after day, with his head 
reeling, he wandered about this strange lit world outside the 
world, weary and, towards the end, weak and hungry. By day 
— by our earthly day, that is — the ghostly vision of the old 
familiar scenery of Sussexville, all about him, irked and worried 
him. He could not see where to put his feet, and ever and again 
with a chilly touch one of these Watching Souls would come 
against his face. And after dark the multitude of these Watchers 
about him, and their intent distress, confused his mind beyond 
describing. A great longing to return to the earthly life that was 
so near and yet so remote consumed him. The unearthliness of 
things about him produced a positively painful mental distress. 
He was worried beyond describing by his own particular 
followers. He would shout at them to desist from staring at 
him, scold at them, hurry away from them. They were always 
mute and intent. Run as he might over the uneven ground, they 
followed his destinies. 

On the ninth day, towards evening, Plattner heard the invis- 
ible footsteps approaching, far away down the gorge. He was 
then wandering over the broad crest of the same hill upon which 
he had fallen in his entry into this strange Other-World of his. 
He turned to hurry down into the gorge, feeling his way hastily, 
and was arrested by the sight of the thing that was happening 
in a room in a back street near the school. Both of the people 
in the room he knew by sight. The windows were open, the 
blinds up, and the setting sun shone clearly into it, so that it 
came out quite brightly at first, a vivid oblong of room, lying 
like a magic-lantern picture upon the black landscape and the 
livid green dawn. In addition to the sunlight, a candle had just 
been lit in the room. 

On the bed lay a lank man, his ghastly white face terrible 


Slee A 


H. G. WELLS 


upon the tumbled pillow. His clenched hands were raised above 
his head. A little table beside the bed carried a few medicine 
bottles, some toast and water, and an empty glass. Every now 
and then the lank man’s lips fell apart, to indicate a word he 
could not articulate. But the woman did not notice that he 
wanted anything, because she was busy turning out papers 
from an old-fashioned bureau in the opposite corner of the 
room. At first the picture was very vivid indeed, but as the 
green dawn behind it grew brighter and brighter, so it became 
fainter and more and more transparent. 

As the echoing footsteps paced nearer and nearer, those foot- 
steps that sound so loud in that Other-World and come so 
silently in this, Plattner perceived about him a great multitude 
of dim faces gathering together out of the darkness and watching 
the two people in the room. Never before had he seen so many 
of the Watchers of the Living. A multitude had eyes only for 
the sufferer in the room, another multitude, in infinite anguish, 
watched the woman as she hunted with greedy eyes for some- 
thing she could not find. They crowded about Plattner, they 
came across his sight and buffeted his face, the noise of their 
unavailing regrets was all about him. He saw clearly only now 
and then. At other times the picture quivered dimly, through 
the veil of green reflections upon their movements. In the room 
it must have been very still, and Plattner says the candle flame 
streamed up into a perfectly vertical line of smoke, but in his 
ears each footfall and its echoes beat like a clap of thunder. And 
the faces! Two, more particularly near the woman’s: one a 
woman’s also, white and clear-featured, a face which might 
have once been cold and hard, but which was now softened by 
the touch of a wisdom strange to earth. The other might have 
been the woman’s father. Both were evidently absorbed in the 
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contemplation of some act of hateful meanness, so it seemed, 
which they could no longer guard against and prevent. Behind 
were others, teachers, it may be, who had taught ill, friends 
whose influence had failed. And over the man, too--a multitude, 
but none that seemed to be parents or teachers! Faces that might 
once have been coarse, now purged to strength by sorrow! And 
in the forefront one face, a girlish one, neither angry nor 
remorseful, but merely patient and weary, and, as it seemed to 
Plattner, waiting for relief. His powers of description fail him 
at the memory of this multitude of ghastly countenances. They 
gathered on the stroke of the bell. He saw them all in the space 
of a second. It would seem that he was so worked on by his 
excitement that, quite involuntarily, his restless fingers took the 
bottle of green powder out of his pocket and held it before him. 
But he does not remember that. 

Abruptly the footsteps ceased. He waited for the next, and 
there was silence, and then suddenly, cutting through the unex- 
pected stillness like a keen, thin blade, came the first stroke of the 
bell. At that the multitudinous faces swayed to and fro, and a 
louder crying began all about him. The woman did not hear; she 
was burning something now in the candle flame. At the second 
stroke everything grew dim, and a breath of wind, icy cold, blew 
through the host of watchers. They swirled about him like an 
eddy of dead leaves in the spring, and at the third stroke some- 
thing was extended through them to the bed. You have heard of 
a beam of light. This was like a beam of darkness, and looking 
again at it, Plattner saw that it was a shadowy arm and hand. 

The green sun was now topping the black desolations of the 
horizon, and the vision of the room was very faint. Plattner could 
see that the white of the bed struggled, and was convulsed; and 
that the woman looked round over her shoulder a it, startled. 
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The cloud of watchers lifted high like a puff of green dust 
before the wind, and swept swiftly downward towards the 
temple in the gorge. Then suddenly Plattner understood the 
meaning of the shadowy black arm that stretched across his 
shoulder and clutched its prey. He did not dare turn his head 
to see the Shadow behind the arm. With a violent effort, and 
covering his eyes, he set himself to run, made, perhaps, twenty 
strides, then slipped on a boulder, and fell. He fell forward on 
his hands; and the bottle smashed and exploded as he touched 
the ground. 

In another moment he found himself, stunned and bleeding, 
sitting face to face with Lidgett in the old walled garden behind 
the school. 


There the story of Plattner’s experiences ends. I have resisted, 
I believe successfully, the natural disposition of a writer of fiction 
to dress up incidents of this sort. I have told the thing as far as 
possible in the order in which Plattner told it to me. I have 
carefully avoided any attempt at style, effect, or construction. 
It would have been easy, for instance, to have worked the scene 
of the death-bed into a kind of plot in which Plattner might 
have been involved. But, quite apart from the objectionableness 
of falsifying a most extraordinary true story, any such trite 
devices would spoil, to my mind, the peculiar effect of this dark 
world, with its livid green illumination and its drifting Watchers 
of the Living, which, unseen and unapproachable to us, is yet 
lying all about us. 

It remains to add that a death did actually occur in Vincent 
Terrace, just beyond the school garden, and, so far as can be 
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proved, at the moment of Plattner’s return. Deceased was a 
rate-collector and insurance agent. His widow, who was much 
younger than himself, married last month a Mr. Whymper, a 
veterinary surgeon of Allbeeding. As the portion of this story 
given here has in various forms circulated orally in Sussexville, 
she has consented to my use of her name, on condition that I 
make it distinctly known that she emphatically contradicts every 
detail of Plattner’s account of her husband’s last moments. She 
burnt no will, she says, although Plattner never accused her of 
doing so; her husband made but one will, and that just after 
their marriage. Certainly, from a man who had never seen it, 
Plattner’s account of the furniture of the room was curiously 
accurate. 

One other thing, even at the risk of an irksome repetition, I 
must insist upon, lest I seem to favour the credulous, supersti- 
tious view. Plattner’s absence from the world for nine days is, 
I think, proved. But that does not prove his story. It is quite 
conceivable that even outside space hallucinations may be 
possible. That, at least, the reader must bear distinctly in mind. 
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The observatory at Avu, in Borneo, stands on the spur of the 
mountain. To the north rises the old crater, black at night against 
the unfathomable blue of the sky. From the little circular 
building, with its mushroom dome, the slopes plunge steeply 
downward into the black mysteries of the tropical forest beneath. 
The little house in which the observer and his assistant live is 
about fifty yards from the observatory, and beyond this are the 
huts of their native attendants. 

Thaddy, the chief observer, was down with a slight fever. His 
assistant, Woodhouse, paused for a moment in silent contemplation 
of the tropical night before commencing his solitary vigil. The night 
was very still. Now and then voices and laughter came from the 
native huts, or the cry of some strange animal was heard from 
the midst of the mystery of the forest. Nocturnal insects appeared 
in ghostly fashion out of the darkness, and fluttered round his 
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light. He thought, perhaps, of all the possibilities of discovery that 
still lay in the black tangle beneath him; for to the naturalist the 
virgin forests of Borneo are still a wonderland full of strange 
questions and half-suspected discoveries. Woodhouse carried a 
small lantern in his hand, and its yellow glow contrasted vividly 
with the infinite series of tints between lavender-blue and black 
in which the landscape was painted. His hands and face were 
smeared with ointment against the attacks of the mosquitoes. 

Even in these days of celestial photography, work done in a 
purely temporary erection, and with only the most primitive 
appliances in addition to the telescope, still involves a very 
large amount of cramped and motionless watching. He sighed 
as he thought of the physical fatigues before him, stretched 
himself, and entered the observatory. 

The reader is probably familiar with the structure of an ordi- 
nary astronomical observatory. The building is usually cylindrical 
in shape, with a very light hemispherical roof capable of being 
turned round from the interior. The telescope is supported upon 
a stone pillar in the centre, and a clockwork arrangement 
compensates for the earth’s rotation, and allows a star once 
found to be continuously observed. Besides this, there is a 
compact tracery of wheels and screws about its point of support, 
by which the astronomer adjusts it. There is, of course, a slit in 
the movable roof which follows the eye of the telescope in its 
survey of the heavens. The observer sits or lies on a sloping 
wooden arrangement, which he can wheel to any part of the 
observatory as the position of the telescope may require. Within 
it is advisable to have things as dark as possible, in order to 
enhance the brilliance of the stars observed. 

The lantern flared as Woodhouse entered his circular den, and 
the general darkness fled into black shadows behind the big 
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machine, from which it presently seemed to creep back over the 
whole place again as the light waned. The slit was a profound 
transparent blue, in which six stars shone with tropical brilliance, 
and their light lay, a pallid gleam, along the black tube of the 
instrument. Woodhouse shifted the roof, and then proceeding to 
the telescope, turned first one wheel and then another, the great 
cylinder slowly swinging into a new position. Then he glanced 
through the finder, the little companion telescope, moved the 
roof a little more, made some further adjustments, and set the 
clockwork in motion. He took off his jacket, for the night was 
very hot, and pushed into position the uncomfortable seat to 
which he was condemned for the next four hours. Then with a 
sigh he resigned himself to his watch upon the mysteries of space. 

There was no sound now in the observatory, and the lantern 
waned steadily. Outside there was the occasional cry of some 
animal in alarm or pain, or calling to its mate, and the intermit- 
tent sounds of the Malay and Dyak servants. Presently one of 
the men began a queer chanting song, in which the others joined 
at intervals. After this it would seem that they turned in for the 
night, for no further sound came from their direction, and the 
whispering stillness became more and more profound. 

The clockwork ticked steadily. The shrill hum of a mosquito 
explored the place and grew shriller in indignation at 
Woodhouse’s ointment. Then the lantern went out and all the 
observatory was black. 

Woodhouse shifted his position presently, when the slow 
movement of the telescope had carried it beyond the limits of 
his comfort. 

He was watching a little group of stars in the Milky Way, in 
one of which his chief had seen or fancied a remarkable colour 
variability. It was not a part of the regular work for which the 
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establishment existed, and for that reason perhaps Woodhouse 
was deeply interested. He must have forgotten things terrestrial. 
All his attention was concentrated upon the great blue circle of 
the telescope field — a circle powdered, so it seemed, with an 
innumerable multitude of stars, and all luminous against the 
blackness of its setting. As he watched he seemed to himself to 
become incorporeal, as if he too were floating in the ether of 
space. Infinitely remote was the faint red spot he was observing. 

Suddenly the stars were blotted out. A flash of blackness 
passed, and they were visible again. 

‘Queer,’ said Woodhouse. ‘Must have been a bird.’ 

The thing happened again, and after the great tube shivered 
as though it had been struck. Then the dome of the observatory 
resounded with a series of thundering blows. The stars seemed 
to sweep aside as the telescope — which had been unclamped 
— swung round and away from the slit in the roof. 

‘Great Scott!’ cried Woodhouse. ‘What's this?’ 

Some huge vague black shape, with a flapping something 
like a wing, seemed to be struggling in the aperture of the roof. 
In another moment the slit was clear again, and the luminous 
haze of the Milky Way shone warm and bright. 

The interior of the roof was perfectly black, and only a scraping 
sound marked the whereabouts of the unknown creature. 

Woodhouse had scrambled from the seat to his feet. He was 
trembling violently and in a perspiration with the suddenness of 
the occurrence. Was the thing, whatever it was, inside or out? It 
was big, whatever else it might be. Something shot across the 
skylight, and the telescope swayed. He started violently and put 
his arm up. It was in the observatory, then, with him. It was 
clinging to the roof apparently. What the devil was it? Could it 
see him? J 
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He stood for perhaps a minute in a state of stupefaction. The 
beast, whatever it was, clawed at the interior of the dome, and 
then something flapped almost into his face, and he saw the 
momentary gleam of starlight on a skin like oiled leather. His 
water-bottle was knocked off his little table with a smash. 

The sense of some strange bird-creature hovering a few yards 
from his face in the darkness was indescribably unpleasant to 
Woodhouse. As his thought returned he concluded that it must 
be some night-bird or large bat. At any risk he would see what 
it was, and pulling a match from his pocket, he tried to strike 
it on the telescope seat. There was a smoking streak of phos- 
phorescent light, the match flared for a moment, and he saw 
a vast wing sweeping towards him, a gleam of grey-brown fur, 
and then he was struck in the face and the match knocked out 
of his hand. The blow was aimed at his temple, and a claw 
tore sideways down to his cheek. He reeled and fell, and he 
heard the extinguished lantern smash. Another blow followed 
as he fell. He was partly stunned, he felt his own warm blood 
stream out upon his face. Instinctively he felt his eyes had been 
struck at, and, turning over on his face to save them, tried to 
crawl under the protection of the telescope. 

He was struck again upon the back, and he heard his jacket 
rip, and then the thing hit the roof of the observatory. He edged 
as far as he could between the wooden seat and the eyepiece of 
the instrument, and turned his body round so that it was chiefly 
his feet that were exposed. With these he could at least kick. He 
was still in a mystified state. The strange beast banged about in 
the darkness, and presently clung to the telescope, making it 
sway and the gear rattle. Once it flapped near him, and he kicked 
out madly and felt a soft body with his feet. He was horribly 
scared now. It must be a big thing to swing the telescope like 
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that. He saw for a moment the outline of a head black against 
the starlight, with sharply-pointed upstanding ears and a crest 
between them. It seemed to him to be as big as a mastiff’s. Then 
he began to bawl out as loudly as he could for help. 

At that the thing came down upon him again. As it did so 
his hand touched something beside him on the floor. He kicked 
out, and the next moment his ankle was gripped and held by 
a row of keen teeth. He yelled again, and tried to free his leg 
by kicking with the other. Then he realized he had the broken 
water-bottle at his hand, and, snatching it, he struggled into a 
sitting posture, and feeling in the darkness towards his foot, 
gripped a velvety ear, like the ear of a big cat. He had seized 
the water-bottle by its neck and brought it down with a shiv- 
ering crash upon the head of the strange beast. He repeated the 
blow, and then stabbed and jabbed with the jagged end of it, 
in the darkness, where he judged the face might be. 

The small teeth relaxed their hold, and at once Woodhouse 
pulled his leg free and kicked hard. He felt the sickening feel 
of fur and bone giving under his boot. There was a tearing bite 
at his arm, and he struck over it at the face, as he judged, and 
hit damp fur. 

There was a pause; then he heard the sound of claws; and 
the dragging of a heavy body away from him over the obser- 
vatory floor. Then there was silence, broken only by his own 
sobbing breathing, and a sound like licking. Everything was 
black except the parallelogram of the blue skylight with the 
luminous dust of stars, against which the end of the telescope 
now appeared in silhouette. He waited, as it seemed, an inter- 
minable time. 

Was the thing coming on again? He felt in his trouser-pocket 
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this, but the floor was wet, and it spat and went out. He cursed. 
He could not see where the door was situated. In his struggle 
he had quite lost his bearings. The strange beast, disturbed by 
the splutter of the match, began to move again. ‘Time! called 
Woodhouse, with a sudden gleam of mirth, but the thing was 
not coming at him again. He must have hurt it, he thought, 
with the broken bottle. He felt a dull pain in his ankle. Probably 
he was bleeding there. He wondered if it would support him 
if he tried to stand up. The night outside was very still. There 
was no sound of any one moving. The sleepy fools had not 
heard those wings battering upon the dome, nor his shouts. It 
was no good wasting strength in shouting. The monster flapped 
its wings and startled him into a defensive attitude. He hit his 
elbow against the seat, and it fell over with a crash. He cursed 
this, and then he cursed the darkness. 

Suddenly the oblong patch of starlight seemed to sway to and 
fro. Was he going to faint? It would never do to faint. He clenched 
his fists and set his teeth to hold himself together. Where had 
the door got to? It occurred to him he could get his bearings by 
the stars visible through the skylight. The patch of stars he saw 
was in Sagittarius and south-eastward; the door was north — or 
was it north by west? He tried to think. If he could get the door 
open he might retreat. It might be the thing was wounded. The 
suspense was beastly. ‘Look here!’ he said, ‘if you don’t come 
on, I shall come at you.’ 


Then the thing began clambering up the side of the obser- 
vatory, and he saw its black outline gradually blot out the 
skylight. Was it in retreat? He forgot about the door, and watched 
as the dome shifted and creaked. Somehow he did not feel very 
frightened or excited now. He felt a curious sinking sensation 
inside him. The sharply-defined patch of light, with the black 
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form moving across it, seemed to be growing smaller and 
smaller. That was curious. He began to feel very thirsty, and 
yet he did not feel inclined to get anything to drink. He seemed 
to be sliding down a long funnel. 

He felt a burning sensation in his throat, and then he 
perceived it was broad daylight, and that one of the Dyak 
servants was looking at him with a curious expression. Then 
there was the top of Thaddy’s face upside down. Funny fellow, 
Thaddy, to go about like that! Then he grasped the situation 
better, and perceived that his head was on Thaddy’s knee, and 
Thaddy was giving him brandy. And then he saw the eyepiece 
of the telescope with a lot of red smears on it. He began to 
remember. 

‘You've made this observatory in a pretty mess,’ said Thaddy. 

The Dyak boy was beating up an egg in brandy. Woodhouse 
took this and sat up. He felt a sharp twinge of pain. His ankle 
was tied up, so were his arm and the side of his face. The 
smashed glass, red-stained, lay about the floor, the telescope 
seat was overturned, and by the opposite wall was a dark pool. 
The door was open, and he saw the grey summit of the moun- 
tain against a brilliant background of blue sky. 

‘Pah!’ said Woodhouse. ‘Who's been killing calves here? Take 
me out of it.’ 

Then he remembered the Thing, and the fight he had had 
with it. 

‘What was it?’ he said to Thaddy — ‘the Thing I fought with?’ 

“You know that best,’ said Thaddy. ‘But, anyhow, don’t worry 
yourself now about it. Have some more to drink.’ 

Thaddy, however, was curious enough, and it was a hard 
struggle between duty and inclination to keep Woodhouse quiet 
until he was decently put away in bed, and had slept upon the 
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copious dose of meat extract Thaddy considered advisable. They 
then talked it over together. 

‘It was,’ said Woodhouse, ‘more like a big bat than anything 
else in the world. It had sharp, short ears, and soft fur, and its 
wings were leathery. Its teeth were little, but devilish sharp, 
and its jaw could not have been very strong or else it would 
have bitten through my ankle.” 

‘Tt has pretty nearly,’ said Thaddy. 

‘It seemed to me to hit out with its claws pretty freely. That 
is about as much as I know about the beast. Our conversation 
was intimate, so to speak, and yet not confidential.” 

‘The Dyak chaps talk about a Big Colugo, a Klang-utang — 
whatever that may be. It does not often attack man, but I suppose 
you made it nervous. They say there is a Big Colugo and a 
Little Colugo, and a something else that sounds like gobble. 
They all fly about at night. For my own part, I know there are 
flying foxes and flying lemurs about here, but they are none of 
them very big beasts.’ 

‘There are more things in heaven and earth,’ said Woodhouse 
— and Thaddy groaned at the quotation — ‘and more particularly 
in the forests of Borneo, than are dreamt of in our philosophies. 
On the whole, if the Borneo fauna is going to disgorge any more 
of its novelties upon me, I should prefer that it did so when I 
was not occupied in the observatory at night and alone.’ 
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The young lieutenant lay beside the war correspondent and 
admired the idyllic calm of the enemy’s lines through his field- 
glass. 

‘So far as I can see,’ he said, at last, ‘one man.’ 

‘What's he doing?’ asked the war correspondent. 

‘Field-glass at us,’ said the young lieutenant. 

‘And this is war!’ 

‘No, said the young lieutenant; ‘it’s Bloch.’ 

‘The game’s a draw.’ 

‘No! They’ ve got to win or else they lose. A draw’s a win for 
our side.’ 

They had discussed the political situation fifty times or so, 
and the war correspondent was weary of it. He stretched out 
his limbs. ‘Aaai s’pose it is!’ he yawned. 

‘Flut! 


‘What was that?’ 
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‘Shot at us.’ 

The war correspondent shifted to a slightly lower position. 
‘No one shot at him,’ he complained. 

‘I wonder if they think we shall get so bored we shall go 
home?’ 

The war correspondent made no reply. 

‘There’s the harvest, of course....’ 

They had been there a month. Since the first brisk movements 
after the declaration of war things had gone slower and slower, 
until it seemed as though the whole machine of events must 
have run down. To begin with, they had had almost a scamp- 
ering time; the invader had come across the frontier on the very 
dawn of the war in half-a-dozen parallel columns behind a 
cloud of cyclists and cavalry, with a general air of coming 
straight on the capital, and the defender horsemen had held 
him up, and peppered him and forced him to open out to 
outflank, and had then bolted to the next position in the most 
approved style, for a couple of days, until in the afternoon, 
bump! they had the invader against their prepared lines of 
defence. He did not suffer so much as had been hoped and 
expected: he was coming on, it seemed with his eyes open, his 
scouts winded the guns, and down he sat at once without the 
shadow of an attack and began grubbing trenches for himself, 
as though he meant to sit down there to the very end of time. 
He was slow, but much more wary than the world had been 
led to expect, and he kept convoys tucked in and shielded his 
slow marching infantry sufficiently well to prevent any heavy 
adverse scoring. 

‘But he ought to attack,’ the young lieutenant had insisted. 

‘He'll attack us at dawn, somewhere along the lines. You'll 
get the bayonets coming into the trenches just about when you 
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can see,’ the war correspondent had held until a week ago. 

The young lieutenant winked when he said that. 

When one early morning the men the defenders sent to lie out 
five hundred yards before the trenches, with a view to the unex- 
pected emptying of magazines into any night attack, gave way 
to causeless panic and blazed away at nothing for ten minutes, 
the war correspondent understood the meaning of that wink. 

‘What would you do if you were the enemy?’ said the war 
correspondent, suddenly. 

‘If I had men like I’ve got now?’ 

Pes, 

‘Take those trenches.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Oh — dodges! Crawl out half-way at night before moonrise 
and get into touch with the chaps we send out. Blaze at ‘em if 
they tried to shift, and so bag some of ‘em in the daylight. Learn 
that patch of ground by heart, lie all day in squatty holes, and 
come on nearer next night. There’s a bit over there, lumpy 
ground, where they could get across to rushing distance — easy. 
In a night or so. It would be a mere game for our fellows; it’s 
what they're made for... Guns? Shrapnel and stuff wouldn't 
stop good men who meant business.’ 

“Why don’t they do that?’ 

‘Their men aren't brutes enough: that’s the trouble. They're 
a crowd of devitalized townsmen, and that’s the truth of the 
matter.’ They're clerks, they're factory hands, they're students, 
they're civilized men. They can write, they can talk, they can 
make and do all sorts of things, but they’re poor amateurs at 
war. They've got no physical staying power, and that’s the whole 
thing. They've never slept in the open one night in their lives; 
they’ve never drunk anything but the purest water-company 


j 


OA e 


H. G. WELLS 


water; they've never gone short of three meals a day since they 
left their feeding-bottles. Half their cavalry never cocked leg 
over horse till it enlisted six months ago. They ride their horses 
as though they were bicycles — you watch ‘em! They're fools at 
the game, and they know it. Our boys of fourteen can give their 
grown men points... Very well—’ 

The war correspondent mused on his face with his nose 
between his knuckles. 

‘If a decent civilization,’ he said, ‘cannot produce better men 
for war than— 

He stopped with belated politeness. 

‘I mean— 

‘Than our open-air life, said the young lieutenant, politely. 

“Exactly,” said the war correspondent. ‘Then civilization has 
to stop.’ 

‘Tt looks like it,’ the young lieutenant admitted. 

‘Civilization has science, you know,’ said the war corre- 
spondent. ‘It invented and it makes the rifles and guns and 
things you use.’ 

‘Which our nice healthy hunters and stockmen and so on, 
rowdy-dowdy cowpunchers and negro-whackers, can use ten 
times better than — What’s that?’ 

‘What?’ said the war correspondent, and then seeing his 
companion busy with his field-glass he produced his own: 
‘Where?’ said the war correspondent, sweeping the enemy’s 
lines. 

‘It’s nothing’ said the young lieutenant, still looking. 

‘What's nothing?’ 

The young lieutenant put down his glass and pointed. ‘I 
thought I saw something there, behind the stems of those trees. 
Something black. What it was I don’t know.’ 
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The war correspondent tried to get even by intense scrutiny. 

‘It wasn’t anything’ said the young lieutenant, rolling over 
to regard the darkling evening sky, and generalized: ‘There 
never will be anything any more for ever. Unless— 

The war correspondent looked inquiring. 

‘They may get their stomachs wrong, or something — living 
without proper drains.” 

A sound of bugles came from the tents behind. The war 
correspondent slid backward down the sand and stood up. 
‘Boom!’ came from somewhere far away to the left. ‘Halloa!’ he 
said, hesitated, and crawled back to peer again. ‘Firing at this 
time is jolly bad manners.’ 

The young lieutenant was incommunicative again for a space. 

Then he pointed to the distant clump of trees again. ‘One of 
our big guns. They were firing at that,’ he said. 

‘The thing that wasn’t anything?’ 

‘Something over there, anyhow.’ 

Both men were silent, peering through their glasses for a 
space. ‘Just when it’s twilight,’ the lieutenant complained. He 
stood up. 

‘I might stay here a bit,’ said the war correspondent. 

The lieutenant shook his head. ‘There is nothing to see,” he 
apologized, and then went down to where his little squad of 
sun-brown, loose-limbed men had been yarning in the trench. 
The war correspondent stood up also, glanced for a moment at 
the business-like bustle below him, gave perhaps twenty 
seconds to those enigmatical trees again, then turned his face 
toward the camp. 

He found himself wondering whether his editor would 
consider the story of how somebody thought he saw some- 
thing black behind a clump of trees, and how a gun was fired 
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at this illusion by somebody else, too trivial for public consul- 
tation. 

‘It’s the only gleam of a shadow of interest,’ said the war 
correspondent, ‘for ten whole days.’ 

‘No, he said, presently; ‘Ill write that other article, “Is War 
Played Out?” 

He surveyed the darkling lines in perspective, the tangle of 
trenches one behind another, one commanding another, which 
the defender had made ready. The shadows and mists swal- 
lowed up their receding contours, and here and there a lantern 
gleamed, and here and there knots of men were busy about 
small fires. 

‘No troops on earth could do it,’ he said.... 

He was depressed. He believed that there were other things 
in life better worth having than proficiency in war; he believed 
that in the heart of civilization, for all its stresses, its crushing 
concentrations of forces, its injustice and suffering, there lay 
something that might be the hope of the world, and the idea 
that any people by living in the open air, hunting perpetually, 
losing touch with books and art and all the things that intensify 
life, might hope to resist and break that great development to 
the end of time, jarred on his civilized soul. 

Apt to his thought came a file of defender soldiers and passed 
him in the gleam of a swinging lamp that marked the way. 

He glanced at their red-lit faces, and one shone out for a 
moment, a common type of face in the defender’s ranks: 
ill-shaped nose, sensuous lips, bright clear eyes full of alert 
cunning, slouch hat cocked on one side and adorned with the 
peacock’s plume of the rustic Don Juan turned soldier, a hard 
brown skin, a sinewy frame, an open, tireless stride, and a 
master’s grip on the rifle. 
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The war correspondent returned their salutations and went 
on his way. 

“Louts,’ he whispered. ‘Cunning, elementary louts. And they 
are going to beat the townsmen at the game of war!’ 

From the red glow among the nearer tents came first one 
and then half-a-dozen hearty voices, bawling in a drawling 
unison the words of a particularly slab and sentimental patriotic 
song. 

‘Oh, go it!’ muttered the war correspondent, bitterly. 


It was opposite the trenches called after Hackbone’s Hut that 
the battle began. There the ground stretched broad and level 
between the lines, with scarcely shelter for a lizard, and it 
seemed to the startled, just awakened men who came crowding 
into the trenches that this was one more proof of that green 
inexperience of the enemy of which they had heard so much. 
The war correspondent would not believe his ears at first, and 
swore that he and the war artist, who, still imperfectly roused, 
was trying to put on his boots by the light of a match held in 
his hand, were the victims of a common illusion. Then, after 
putting his head in a bucket of cold water, his intelligence came 
back as he towelled. He listened. ‘Gollys!’ he said; ‘that’s some- 
thing more than scare firing this time. It’s like ten thousand 
carts on a bridge of tin.’ 

There came a sort of enrichment to that steady uproar. 
‘Machine-guns!’ 

Then, ‘Guns!’ 

The artist, with one boot on, thought to look at his watch, 
and went to it hopping. 
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‘Half an hour from dawn,’ he said. ‘You were right about 
their attacking, after all...’ 

The war correspondent came out of the tent, verifying the 
presence of chocolate in his pocket as he did so. He had to halt 
for a moment or so until his eyes were toned down to the night 
a little. ‘Pitch!’ he said. He stood for a space to season his eyes 
before he felt justified in striking out for a black gap among the 
adjacent tents. The artist coming out behind him fell over a tent- 
rope. It was half-past two o'clock in the morning of the darkest 
night in time, and against a sky of dull black silk the enemy 
was talking searchlights, a wild jabber of searchlights. ‘He's 
trying to blind our riflemen,’ said the war correspondent with 
a flash, and waited for the artist and then set off with a sort of 
discreet haste again. ‘Whoa!’ he said, presently. ‘Ditches!’ 

They stopped. 

‘It’s the confounded searchlights,’ said the war correspondent. 

They saw lanterns going to and fro, near by, and men falling 
in to march down to the trenches. They were for following them, 
and then the artist began to feel his night eyes. ‘If we scramble 
this,’ he said, ‘and it’s only a drain, there’s a clear run up to the 
ridge.’ And that way they took. Lights came and went in the tents 
behind, as the men turned out, and ever and again they came 
to broken ground and staggered and stumbled. But in a little 
while they drew near the crest. Something that sounded like the 
impact of a very-important railway accident happened in the 
air above them, and the shrapnel bullets seethed about them 
like a sudden handful of hail. ‘Right-ho!’ said the war corre- 
spondent, and soon they judged they had come to the crest and 
stood in the midst of a world of great darkness and frantic glares, 
whose principal fact was sound. 

Right and left of them and all about them was the uproar, 
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an army-full of magazine fire, at first chaotic and monstrous 
and then, eked out by little flashes and gleams and suggestions, 
taking the beginnings of a shape. It looked to the war corre- 
spondent as though the enemy must have attacked in line and 
with his whole force — in which case he was either being or 
was already annihilated. 

‘Dawn and the dead,’ he said, with his instinct for headlines. 
He said this to himself, but afterwards, by means of shouting, 
he conveyed an idea to the artist. 

‘They must have meant it for a surprise,’ he said. 

It was remarkable how the firing kept on. After a time he 
began to perceive a sort of rhythm in this inferno of noise. It 
would decline — decline perceptibly, droop towards something 
that was comparatively a pause — a pause of inquiry. ‘Aren't 
you all dead yet?’ this pause seemed to say. The flickering fringe 
of rifle-flashes would become attenuated and broken, and the 
whack-bang of the enemy’s big guns two miles away there 
would come up out of the deeps. Then suddenly, east or west 
of them, something would startle the rifles to a frantic outbreak 
again. 

The war correspondent taxed his brain for some theory of 
conflict that would account for this, and was suddenly aware 
that the artist and he were vividly Illuminated. He could see 
the ridge on which they stood and before them in black outline 
a file of riflemen hurrying down towards the nearer trenches. 
It became visible that a light rain was falling, and farther away 
towards the enemy was a clear space with men — ‘our men?’ 
- running across it in disorder. He saw one of those men throw 
up his hands and drop. And something else black and shining 
loomed up on the edge of the beam-coruscating flashes; and 
behind it and far away a calm, white eye regarded the world. 
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“Whit, whit, whit,’ sang something in the air, and then the artist 
was running for cover, with the war correspondent behind him. 
Bang came shrapnel, bursting close at hand as it seemed, and 
our two men were lying flat in a dip in the ground, and the 
light and everything had gone again, leaving a vast note of 
interrogation upon the night. 

The war correspondent came within bawling range. ‘What 
the deuce was it? Shooting our men down!’ 

‘Black,’ said the artist, ‘and like a fort. Not two hundred 
yards from the first trench.’ 

He sought for comparisons in his mind. ‘Something between 
a big blockhouse and a giant's dish-cover,’ he said. 

‘And they were running!’ said the war correspondent. 

‘You'd run if a thing like that, searchlight to help it, turned 
up like a prowling nightmare in the middle of the night.” 

They crawled to what they judged the edge of the dip and 
lay regarding the unfathomable dark. For a space they could 
distinguish nothing, and then a sudden convergence of the 
searchlights of both sides brought the strange thing out again. 

In that flickering pallor it had the effect of a large and clumsy 
black insect, an insect the size of an ironclad cruiser, crawling 
obliquely to the first line of trenches and firing shots out of 
portholes in its side. And on its carcass the bullets must have 
been battering with more than the passionate violence of hail 
on a roof of tin. 

Then in the twinkling of an eye the curtain of the dark had 
fallen again and the monster had vanished, but the crescendo 
of musketry marked its approach to the trenches. 

They were beginning to talk about the thing to each other, 
when a flying bullet kicked dirt into the artist’s face, and they, 
decided abruptly to crawl down into the cover of the trenches. 
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They had got down with an unobtrusive persistence into the 
second line, before the dawn had grown clear enough for 
anything to be seen. They found themselves in a crowd of 
expectant riflemen, all noisily arguing about what would 
happen next. The enemy’s contrivance had done execution upon 
the outlying men, it seemed, but they did not believe it would 
do any more. ‘Come the day and we'll capture the lot of them,’ 
said a burly soldier. 

‘Them?’ said the war correspondent. 

‘They say there's a regular string of ‘em, crawling along the 
front of our lines... Who cares?’ 

The darkness filtered away so imperceptibly that at no 
moment could one declare decisively that one could see. The 
searchlights ceased to sweep hither and thither. The enemy’s 
monsters were dubious patches of darkness upon the dark, and 
then no longer dubious, and so they crept out into distinctness. 
The war correspondent, munching chocolate absent-mindedly, 
beheld at last a spacious picture of battle under the cheerless 
sky, whose central focus was an array of fourteen or fifteen 
huge clumsy shapes lying in perspective on the very edge of 
the first line of trenches, at intervals of perhaps three hundred 
yards, and evidently firing down upon the crowded riflemen. 
They were so close in that the defender’s guns had ceased, and 
only the first line of trenches was in action. 

The second line commanded the first, and as the light grew 
the war correspondent could make out the riflemen who were 
fighting these monsters, crouched in knots and crowds behind 
the transverse banks that crossed the trenches against the even- 
tuality of an enfilade. The trenches close to the big machines 
were empty save for the crumpled suggestions of dead and 
wounded men; the defenders had been driven right and left as 
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soon as the prow of this land ironclad had loomed up over the 
front of the trench. He produced his field-glass, and was imme- 
diately a centre of inquiry from the soldiers about him. 

They wanted to look, they asked questions, and after he had 
announced that the men across the traverses seemed unable to 
advance or retreat, and were crouching under cover rather than 
fighting, he found it advisable to loan his glasses to a burly and 
incredulous corporal. He heard a strident voice, and found a 
lean and sallow soldier at his back talking to the artist. 

‘There's chaps down there caught,” the man was saying. ‘If 
they retreat they got to expose themselves, and the fire’s too 
straight...’ 

‘They aren't firing much, but every shot’s a hit.’ 

“Who?” 

‘The chaps in that thing. The men who're coming up— 

‘Coming up where?’ 

“We're evacuating them trenches where we can. Our chaps are 
coming back up the zigzags... No end of ‘em hit... But when we 
get clear our turn’ll come. Rather! These things won't be able to 
cross a trench or get into it; and before they can get back our guns'Il 
smash ‘em up. Smash ‘em right up. See?’ A brightness came into 
his eyes. “Then we'll have a go at the beggar inside,” he said... 

The war correspondent thought for a moment, trying to 
realize the idea. Then he set himself to recover his field-glasses 
from the burly corporal... 

The daylight was getting clearer now. The clouds were lifting, 
and a gleam of lemon-yellow amidst the level masses to the east 
portended sunrise. He looked again at the land ironclad. As he 
saw it in the bleak grey dawn, lying obliquely upon the slope 
and on the very lip of the foremost trench, the suggestion of a 
stranded vessel was very great indeed. It might have been from 
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eighty to a hundred feet long — it was about two hundred and 
fifty yards away — its vertical side was ten feet high or so, smooth 
for that height, and then with a complex patterning under the 
eaves of its flattish turtle cover. This patterning was a close inter- 
lacing of portholes, rifle barrels, and telescope tubes — sham and 
real — indistinguishable one from the other. The thing had come 
into such a position as to enfilade the trench, which was empty 
now, so far as he could see, except for two or three crouching 
knots of men and the tumbled dead. Behind it, across the plain, 
it had scored the grass with a train of linked impressions, like the 
dotted tracings sea-things leave in sand. Left and right of that 
track dead men and wounded men were scattered — men it had 
picked off as they fled back from their advanced positions in the 
searchlight glare from the invader’s lines. And now it lay with 
its head projecting a little over the trench it had won, as if it were 
a single sentient thing planning the next phase of its attack.... 

He lowered his glasses and took a more comprehensive view 
of the situation. These creatures of the night had evidently won 
the first line of trenches and the fight had come to a pause. In 
the increasing light he could make out by a stray shot or a 
chance exposure that the defender’s marksmen were lying thick 
in the second and third line of trenches up towards the low 
crest of the position, and in such of the zigzags as gave them 
a chance of a converging fire. The men about him were talking 
of guns. ‘We're in the line of the big guns at the crest but they'll 
soon shift one to pepper them,’ the lean man said, reassuringly. 

‘Whup,’ said the corporal: 

‘Bang! bang! bang! Whir-r-r-r-r!’ It was a sort of nervous 
jump, and all the rifles were going off by themselves. The war 
correspondent found himself and the artist, two idle men 
crouching behind a line of preoccupied backs, of industrious 
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men discharging magazines. The monster had moved. It 
continued to move regardless of the hail that splashed its skin 
with bright new specks of lead. It was singing a mechanical 
little ditty to itself, ‘Tuf-tuf, tuf-tuf, tuf-tuf,’ and squirting out 
little jets of steam behind. It had humped itself up, as a limpet 
does before it crawls; it had lifted its skirt and displayed along 
the length of it — feet! They were thick, stumpy feet, between 
knobs and buttons in shape — flat, broad things, reminding one 
of the feet of elephants or the legs of caterpillars; and then, as 
the skirt rose higher, the war correspondent, scrutinizing the 
thing through his glasses again, saw that these feet hung, as it 
were, on the rims of wheels. His thoughts whirled back to 
Victoria Street, Westminster, and he saw himself in the piping 
times of peace, seeking matter for an interview. 

‘Mr. — Mr. Diplock,’ he said; ‘and he called them Pedrails... 
Fancy meeting them here!” 

The marksman beside him raised his head and shoulders in 
a speculative mood to fire more certainly — It seemed so natural 
to assume the attention of the monster must be distracted by 
this trench before it - and was suddenly knocked backwards 
by a bullet through his neck. His feet flew up, and he vanished 
out of the margin of the watcher’s field of vision. The war 
correspondent grovelled tighter, but after a glance behind him 
at a painful little confusion, he resumed his field-glass, for the 
thing was putting down its feet one after the other, and hoisting 
itself farther and farther over the trench. Only a bullet in the 
head could have stopped him looking just then. 

The lean man with the strident voice ceased firing to turn 
and reiterate his point. ‘They can’t possibly cross,’ he bawled. 
They— 

‘Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!’ — drowned everything. 
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The lean man continued speaking for a word or so, then gave 
it up, shook his head to enforce the impossibility of anything 
crossing a trench like the one below, and resumed business once 
more. 

And all the while that great bulk was crossing. When the 
war correspondent turned his glass on it again it had bridged 
the trench, and its queer feet were rasping away at the farther 
bank, in the attempt to get a hold there. It got its hold. It 
continued to crawl until the greater bulk of it was over the 
trench — until it was all over. Then it paused for a moment, 
adjusted its skirt a little nearer the ground, gave an unnerving 
‘toot, toot’ and came on abruptly at a pace of, perhaps, six 
miles an hour straight up the gentle slope towards our observer. 

The war correspondent raised himself on his elbow and 
looked a natural inquiry at the artist. 

For a moment the men about him stuck to their position and 
fired furiously. Then the lean man in a mood of precipitancy 
slid backwards, and the war correspondent said ‘Come along’ 
to the artist, and led the movement along the trench. 

As they dropped down, the vision of a hillside of trench 
being rushed by a dozen vast cockroaches disappeared for a 
space, and instead was one of a narrow passage, crowded with 
men, for the most part receding, though one or two turned or 
halted. He never turned back to see the nose of the monster 
creep over the brow of the trench; he never even troubled to 
keep in touch with the artist. He heard the ‘whit’ of bullets 
about him soon enough, and saw a man before him stumble 
and drop, and then he was one of a furious crowd fighting to 
get into a transverse zigzag ditch that enabled the defenders 
to get under cover up and down the hill. It was like a theatre 
panic. He gathered from signs and fragmentary words that on 
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ahead another of these monsters had also won to the second 
trench. 

He lost his interest in the general course of the battle for a 
space altogether; he became simply a modest egotist, in a mood 
of hasty circumspection, seeking the farthest rear, amidst a 
dispersed multitude of disconcerted riflemen similarly employed. 
He scrambled down through trenches, he took his courage in both 
hands and sprinted across the open, he had moments of panic 
when it seemed madness not to be quadrupedal, and moments 
of shame when he stood up and faced about to see how the fight 
was going. And he was one of many thousand very similar men 
that morning. On the ridge he halted in a knot of scrub, and was 
for a few minutes almost minded to stop and see things out. 

The day was now fully come. The grey sky had changed to 
blue, and of all the cloudy masses of the dawn there remained 
only a few patches of dissolving fleeciness. The world below was 
bright and singularly clear. The ridge was not, perhaps, more 
than a hundred feet or so above the general plain, but in this flat 
region it sufficed to give the effect of extensive view. Away on 
the north side of the ridge, little and far, were the camps, the 
ordered wagons, all the gear of a big army; with officers galloping 
about and men doing aimless things. Here and there men were 
falling in, however and the cavalry was forming up on the plain 
beyond the tents. The bulk of men who had been in the trenches 
were still on the move to the rear, scattered like sheep without 
a shepherd over the farther slopes. Here and there were little 
rallies and attempts to wait and do — something vague; but the 
general drift was away from any concentration. There on the 
southern side was the elaborate lacework of trenches and 
defences, across which these iron turtles, fourteen of them spread 
out over a line of perhaps three miles, were now advancing as 
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fast as a man could trot, and methodically shooting down and 
breaking up any persistent knots of resistance. Here and there 
stood little clumps of men, outflanked and unable to get away, 
showing the white flag, and the invader’s cyclist-infantry was 
advancing now across the open, in open order but unmolested, 
to complete the work of the machines. Surveyed at large, the 
defenders already looked a beaten army. A mechanism that was 
effectually ironclad against bullets, that could at a pinch cross a 
thirty-foot trench, and that seemed able to shoot out rifle-bullets 
with unerring precision, was clearly an inevitable victor against 
anything but rivers, precipices, and guns. 

He looked at his watch. ‘Half-past four! Lord! What things 
can happen in two hours. Here’s the whole blessed army being 
walked over, and at half-past two— 

‘And even now our blessed louts haven't done a thing with 
their guns!’ 

He scanned the ridge right and left of him with his glasses. 
He turned again to the nearest land ironclad, advancing now 
obliquely to him and not three hundred yards away, and then 
scrambled the ground over which he must retreat if he was not 
to be captured. 

‘They'll do nothing,’ he said, and glanced again at the enemy. 

And then from far away to the left came the thud of a gun, 
followed very rapidly by a rolling gunfire. 

He hesitated and decided to stay. 


Il 
The defender had relied chiefly upon his rifles in the event of 


an assault. His guns he kept concealed at various points upon 
and behind the ridge ready to bring them into action against 
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any artillery preparations for an attack on the part of his antag- 
onist. The situation had rushed upon him with the dawn, and 
by the time the gunners had their guns ready for motion, the 
land ironclads were already in among the foremost trenches. 
There is a natural reluctance to fire into one’s own broken men, 
and many of the guns, being intended simply to fight an advance 
of the enemy’s artillery, were not in positions to hit anything 
in the second line of trenches. After that the advance of the land 
ironclads was swift. The defender-general found himself 
suddenly called upon to invent a new sort of warfare, in which 
guns were to fight alone amidst broken and retreating infantry. 
He had scarcely thirty minutes in which to think it out. He did 
not respond to the call, and what happened that morning was 
that the advance of the land ironclads forced the fight, and each 
gun and battery made what play its circumstances dictated. For 
the most part it was poor play. 

Some of the guns got in two or three shots, some one or two, 
and the percentage of misses was unusually high. The howitzers, 
of course, did nothing. The land ironclads in each case followed 
much the same tactics. As soon as a gun came into play the 
monster turned itself almost end on, so as to minimize the chances 
of a square hit, and made not for the gun, but for the nearest 
point on its flank from which the gunners could be shot down. 
Few of the hits scored were very effectual; only one of the things 
was disabled, and that was the one that fought the three batteries 
attached to the brigade on the left wing. Three that were hit when 
close upon the guns were clean shot through without being put 
out of action. Our war correspondent did not see that one momen- 
tary arrest of the tide of victory on the left; he saw only the very 
ineffectual fight of half-battery 96B close at hand upon his right. 
This he watched some time beyond the margin of safety. 
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Just after he heard the three batteries opening up upon his 
left he became aware of the thud of horses’ hoofs from the 
sheltered side of the slope, and presently saw first one and then 
two other guns galloping into position along the north side of 
the ridge, well out of sight of the great bulk that was now 
creeping obliquely towards the crest and cutting up the lingering 
infantry beside it and below, as it came. 

The half-battery swung round into line — each gun describing 
its curve — halted, unlimbered, and prepared for action.... 

‘Bang!’ 

The land ironclad had become visible over the brow of the 
hill, and just visible as a long black back to the gunners. It 
halted, as though it hesitated. 

The two remaining guns fired, and then their big antagonist 
had swung round and was in full view, end on, against the sky, 
coming at a rush. 

The gunners became frantic in their haste to fire again. They 
were so near the war correspondent could see the expressions 
on their excited faces through his field-glass. As he looked he 
saw a man drop, and realized for the first time that the ironclad 
was shooting. 

For a moment the big black monster crawled with an accel- 
erated pace towards the furiously active gunners. Then, as if 
moved by a generous impulse, it turned its full broadside to 
their attack, and scarcely forty yards away from them. The war 
correspondent turned his field-glass back to the gunners and 
perceived it was now shooting down the men about the guns 
with the most deadly rapidity. 

Just for a moment it seemed splendid and then it seemed 
horrible. The gunners were dropping in heaps about their 
guns. To lay a hand on a gun was death. ‘Bang!’ went the gun 
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on the left, a hopeless miss, and that was the only second shot 
the half-battery fired. In another moment half-a-dozen 
surviving artillerymen were holding up their hands amidst a 
scattered muddle of dead and wounded men, and the fight 
was done. 

The war correspondent hesitated between stopping in his 
scrub and waiting for an opportunity to surrender decently, or 
taking to an adjacent gully he had discovered. If he surrendered 
it was certain he would get no copy off; while, if he escaped, 
there were all sorts of chances. He decided to follow the gully, 
and take the first offer in the confusion beyond the camp of 
picking up a horse. 


IV 


Subsequent authorities have found fault with the first land 
ironclads in many particulars, but assuredly they served their 
purpose on the day of their appearance. They were essentially 
long, narrow, and very strong steel frameworks carrying the 
engines, and borne upon eight pairs of big pedrail wheels, each 
about ten feet in diameter, each a driving wheel and set upon 
long axles free to swivel round a common axis. This arrangement 
gave them the maximum of adaptability to the contours of the 
ground. They crawled level along the ground with one foot 
high upon a hillock and another deep in a depression, and they 
could hold themselves erect and steady sideways upon even a 
steep hillside. The engineers directed the engines under the 
command of the captain, who had look-out points at small ports 
all round the upper edge of the adjustable skirt of twelve-inch 
iron-plating which protected the whole affair, and could also 
raise or depress a conning-tower set about the portholes through 
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the centre of the iron top cover. The riflemen each occupied a 
small cabin of peculiar construction and these cabins were slung 
along the sides of and before and behind the great main frame- 
work, in a manner suggestive of the slinging of the seats of an 
Irish jaunting-car. Their rifles, however, were very different 
pieces of apparatus from the simple mechanisms in the hands 
of their adversaries. 

These were in the first place automatic, ejected their cartridges 
and loaded again from a magazine each time they fired, until 
the ammunition store was at an end, and they had the most 
remarkable sights imaginable, sights which threw a bright little 
camera-obscura picture into the light-tight box in which the 
rifleman sat below. This camera-obscura picture was marked 
with two crossed lines, and whatever was covered by the inter- 
section of these two lines, that the rifle hit. The sighting was 
ingeniously contrived. The rifleman stood at the table with a 
thing like an elaboration of a draughtsman’s dividers in his 
hand, and he opened and closed these dividers, so that they 
were always at the apparent height — if it was an ordinary-sized 
man — of the man he wanted to kill. A little twisted strand of 
wire like an electric-light wire ran from this implement up to 
the gun, and as the dividers opened and shut the sights went 
up and down. Changes in the clearness of the atmosphere, due 
to changes of moisture, were met by an ingenious use of that 
meteorologically sensitive substance, catgut, and when the land 
ironclad moved forward the sites got a compensatory deflection 
in the direction of its motion. The riflemen stood up in his 
pitch-dark chamber and watched the little picture before him. 
One hand held the dividers for judging distance, and the other 
grasped a big knob like a door-handle. As he pushed this knob 
about the rifle above swung to correspond, and the picture 
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passed to and fro like an agitated panorama. When he saw a 
man he wanted to shoot he brought him up to the cross-lines, 
and then pressed a finger upon a little push like an electric 
bell-push, conveniently placed in the centre of the knob. Then 
the man was shot. If by any chance the rifleman missed his 
target he moved the knob a trifle, or readjusted his dividers, 
pressed the push, and got him the second time. 

This rifle and its sights protruded from a porthole, exactly 
like a great number of other portholes that ran in a triple row 
under the eaves of the cover of the land ironclad. Each porthole 
displayed a rifle and sight in dummy, so that the real ones could 
only be hit by a chance shot, and if one was, then the young 
man below said ‘Pshaw!’ turned on an electric light, lowered 
the injured instrument into his camera, replaced the injured 
part, or put up a new rifle if the injury was considerable. 

You must conceive these cabins as hung clear above the 
swing of the axles, and inside the big wheels upon which the 
great elephant-like feet were hung, and behind these cabins 
along the centre of the monster ran a central gallery into which 
they opened, and along which worked the big compact engines. 
It was like a long passage into which this throbbing machinery 
had been packed, and the captain stood about the middle, close 
to the ladder that led to his conning-tower, and directed the 
silent, alert engineers — for the most part by signs. The throb 
and noise of the engines mingled with the reports of the rifles 
and the intermittent clangour of the bullet hail upon the armour. 
Ever and again he would touch the wheel that raised his 
conning tower, step up his ladder until his engineers could see 
nothing of him above the waist, and then come down again 
with orders. Two small electric lights were all the illumination 
of this space — they were placed to make him most clearly 
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visible to his subordinates; the air was thick with the smell of 
oil and petrol, and had the war correspondent been suddenly 
transferred from the spacious dawn outside to the bowels of 
the apparatus he would have thought himself fallen into 
another world. 

The captain, of course, saw both sides of the battle. When 
he raised his head into his conning-tower there were the dewy 
sunrise, the amazed and disordered trenches, the flying and 
falling soldiers, the depressed-looking groups of prisoners, the 
beaten guns; when he bent down again to signal ‘half speed’, 
‘quarter speed’, ‘half circle round towards the right’, or what 
not, he was in the oil-smelling twilight of the ill-lit engine room. 
Close beside him on either side was the mouthpiece of a speak- 
ing-tube, and ever and again he would direct one side or other 
of his strange craft to ‘Concentrate fire forward on gunners’, or 
to ‘clear out trench about a hundred yards on our right front’. 

He was a young man, healthy enough but by no means 
sun-tanned, and of a type of feature and expression that prevails 
in His Majesty’s Navy: alert, intelligent, quiet. He and his engi- 
neers and his riflemen all went about their work, calm and 
reasonable men. They had none of that flapping strenuousness 
of the half-wit in a hurry, that excessive strain upon the 
blood-vessels, that hysteria of effort which is so frequently 
regarded as the proper state of mind for heroic deeds. 

For the enemy these young engineers were defeating they 
felt a certain qualified pity and a quite unqualified contempt. 
They regarded these big, healthy men they were shooting 
down precisely as these same big, healthy men might regard 
some inferior kind of native. They despised them for making 
war; despised their bawling patriotisms and their emotionality 
profoundly; despised them, above all, for the petty cunning 
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and the almost brutish want of imagination their method of 
fighting displayed. ‘If they must make war,’ these young men 
thought, ‘why in thunder don’t they do it like sensible men?’ 
They resented the assumption that their own side was too 
stupid to do anything more than play their enemy's game, 
that they were going to play this costly folly according to the 
rules of unimaginative men. They resented being forced to the 
trouble of making man-killing machinery; resented the alter- 
native of having to massacre these people or endure their 
truculent yappings; resented the whole unfathomable imbe- 
cility of war. 

Meanwhile, with something of the mechanical precision of 
a good clerk posting a ledger, the riflemen moved their knobs 
and pressed their buttons... 

The captain of Land Ironclad Number Three had halted on 
the crest close to his captured half-battery. His lined-up prisoners 
stood hard by and waited for the cyclists behind to come for 
them. He surveyed the victorious morning through his conning- 
tower. 

He read the general’s signals. ‘Five and Four are to keep 
among the guns to the left and prevent any attempt to recover 
them. Seven and Eleven and Twelve, stick to the guns you have 
got; Seven, get into position to command the guns taken by 
Three. Then, we're to do something else, are we? Six and One, 
quicken up to about ten miles an hour and walk round behind 
that camp to the levels near the river — we shall bag the whole 
crowd of them,’ interjected the young man. ‘Ah, here we are! 
Two and Three, Eight and Nine, Thirteen and Fourteen, space 
out to a thousand yards, wait for the word, and then go slowly 
to cover the advance of the cyclist infantry against any charge 
of mounted troops. That's all right. But where's Ten? Halloa! 
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Ten to repair and get movable as soon as possible. They've 
broken up Ten!’ 

The discipline of the new war machines was business-like 
rather than pedantic, and the head of the captain came down 
out of the conning-tower to tell his men. ‘I say, you chaps there. 
They've broken up Ten. Not badly, I think; but anyhow, he’s 
stuck.’ 

But that still left thirteen of the monsters in action to finish 
up the broken army. 

The war correspondent stealing down his gully looked back 
and saw them all lying along the crest and talking, fluttering 
congratulatory flags to one another. Their iron sides were 
shining golden in the light of the rising sun. 


v 


The private adventures of the war correspondent terminated in 
surrender about one o'clock in the afternoon, and by that time 
he had stolen a horse, pitched off it, and narrowly escaped being 
rolled upon; found the brute had broken its leg, and shot it 
with his revolver. He had spent some hours in the company of 
a squad of dispirited riflemen, had quarrelled with them about 
topography at last, and gone off by himself in a direction that 
should have brought him to the banks of the river and didn’t. 
Moreover, he had eaten all his chocolate and found nothing in 
the whole world to drink. Also, it had become extremely hot. 
From behind a broken, but attractive, stone wall he had seen 
far away in the distance the defender-horsemen trying to charge 
cyclists in open order, with land ironclads outflanking them on 
either side. He had discovered that cyclists could retreat over 
open turf before horsemen with a sufficient margin of speed to 
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allow of frequent dismounts and much terribly effective sharp- 
shooting; and he had a sufficient persuasion that those horsemen, 
having charged their hearts out, had halted just beyond his 
range of vision and surrendered. He had been urged to sudden 
activity by a forward movement of one of those machines that 
had threatened to enfilade his wall. He had discovered a fearful 
blister on his heel. 

He was now in a scrubby gravelly place, sitting down and 
meditating on his pocket-handkerchief, which had in some 
extraordinary way become in the last twenty-four hours 
extremely ambiguous in hue. ‘It’s the whitest thing I’ve got, 
he said. 

He had known all along that the enemy was east, west, and 
south of him, but when he heard war Ironclads Number’s One 
and Six talking in their measured, deadly way not half a mile 
to the north he decided to make his own little unconditional 
peace without any further risks. He was for hoisting his white 
flag to a bush and taking up a position of modest obscurity 
near it, until someone came along. He became aware of voices, 
clatter, and the distinctive noises of a body of horse, quite near, 
and he put his handkerchief in his pocket again and went to 
see what was going forward. 

The sound of firing ceased, and then as he drew near he 
heard the deep sounds of many simple, coarse, but hearty and 
noble-hearted soldiers of the old school swearing with vigour. 

He emerged from his scrub upon a big level plain, and far 
away a fringe of trees marked the banks of the river. In the 
centre of the picture was a still intact road bridge, and a big 
railway bridge a little to the right. Two land ironclads rested, 
with a general air of being long, harmless sheds, in a pose of 
anticipatory peacefulness right and left of the picture, completely 


THE LAND IRONCLADS 


commanding two miles and more of the river levels. Emerged 
and halted a few yards from the scrub was the remainder of 
the defender’s cavalry, dusty, a little disordered and obviously 
annoyed, but still a very fine show of men. In the middle 
distance three or four men and horses were receiving medical 
attendance, and nearer a knot of officers regarded the distant 
novelties in mechanism with profound distaste. Everyone was 
very distinctly aware of the twelve other ironclads, and of the 
multitude of townsmen soldiers, on bicycles or afoot, encum- 
bered now by prisoners and captured war-gear but otherwise 
thoroughly effective, who were sweeping like a great net in 
their rear. 

‘Checkmate,’ said the war correspondent, walking out into 
the open. ‘But I surrender in the best of company. Twenty- 
four hours ago I thought war was impossible — and these 
beggars have captured the whole blessed army! Well! Well!’ 
He thought of his talk with the young lieutenant. ‘If there’s 
no end to the surprises of science, the civilized people have 
it, of course. As long as their science keeps going they will 
necessarily be ahead of open-country men. Still...’ He 
wondered for a space what might have happened to the 
young lieutenant. 

The war correspondent was one of those inconsistent people 
who always want the beaten side to win. When he saw all these 


burly, sun-tanned horsemen, disarmed and dismounted and 
lined up; when he saw their horses unskilfully led away by the 
singularly not equestrian cyclists to whom they had surren- 
dered; when he saw these truncated Paladins watching this 
scandalous sight, he forgot altogether that he had called these 
men ‘cunning louts’ and wished them beaten not four-and- 
twenty hours ago. A month ago he had seen that regiment in 
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its pride going forth to war, and had been told of its terrible 
prowess, how it could charge in open order with each man 
firing from his saddle, and sweep before it anything else that 
ever came out to battle in any sort of order, foot or horse. And 
it had had to fight a few score of young men in atrociously 
unfair machines! 

‘Manhood versus Machinery’ occurred to him as a suitable 
headline. Journalism curdles all one’s mind to phrases. 

He strolled as near the lined-up prisoners as the sentinels 
seemed disposed to permit and surveyed them and compared 
their sturdy proportions with those of their lightly built 
captors. 

‘Smart degenerates,’ he muttered. ‘Anaemic cockneydom.’ 

The surrendered officers came quite close to him presently, 
and he could hear the colonel’s high-pitched tenor. The poor 
gentleman had spent three years of arduous toil upon the best 
material in the world perfecting that shooting from the saddle 
charge, and he was mourning with phrases of blasphemy, 
natural under the circumstances what one could be expected 
to do against this suitably consigned ironmongery. 

‘Guns,’ said someone. 

‘Big guns they can walk round. You can’t shift big guns to 
keep pace with them and little guns in the open they rush. I 
saw ‘em rushed. You might do a surprise now and then — assas- 
sinate the brutes, perhaps—’ 

‘You might make things like ‘em.’ 

‘What? More ironmongery? Us?...’ 

‘TI call my article,’ meditated the war correspondent, 
“Mankind versus Ironmongery”, and quote the old boy at the 
beginning.’ 


And he was much too good a journalist to spoil his contrast 
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by remarking that the half-dozen comparatively slender young 
men in blue pyjamas who were standing about their victorious 
land ironclad, drinking coffee and eating biscuits, had also in 
their eyes and carriage something not altogether degraded 
below the level of a man. 
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